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THE    IVORY    GATE 

PEOLOGUE 

WUO    IS   EDMUND   GRAY? 

Mr.  Edward  Dering,  in  a  rare  interval  of 
work,  occupied  himself  with  looking  into  his 
bank  book.  Those  humble  persons  whom 
the  City,  estimating  the  moral  and  spiritual 
worth  of  a  man  by  his  income,  calls  *  small,' 
frequently  and  anxiously  examine  their  bank 
books,  add  up  the  columns,  and  check  the 
entries.  Mr.  Dering,  who  was  not  a  small 
man,  but  a  big  man,  or  rather,  from  a  City 
point  of  view,  a  biggish  man,  very  seldom 
looked  at  his  bank  book ;  first  because,  like 
other  solicitors  in  large  practice,  he  had 
VOL.   I,  ^ 
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clerks  and  accountants  to  do  that  kind  of 
work  for  him :  next  because,  hke  many 
sohcitors,  while  he  managed  the  affairs  of 
other  people  with  unceasing  watchfulness,  he 
was  apt  to  neglect  his  own  affairs.  Happily, 
when  one  has  an  income  of  some  thousands, 
private  affairs  from  time  to  time  force  them- 
selves upon  their  owner  in  the  most  agreeable 
manner  possible.  They  obtrude  themselves 
upon  him.  They  insist  upon  being  noticed. 
They  compel  him  to  look  after  them  respect- 
fully :  to  remove  them  from  the  dulness  of 
the  bank,  and  to  make  them  comfortable  in 
investments. 

Mr.  Dering  opened  the  book,  therefore, 
having  for  the  moment  nothing  else  to  do, 
looked  at  the  balance,  was  satisfied  with  its 
appearance,  and  began  working  backwards, 
that  is  to  say,  upwards,  to  read  the  entries. 
Presently,  he  came  to  one  at  which  he 
stopped,  holding  his  fore-finger  on  the 
name. 

It  was  on  the  right-hand  side,  the  side 
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whicli  to  small  men  is  so  terrifying,  because 
it  always  does  its  best  to  annihilate  the  cash 
balance,  and  seems  bent  upon  transforming 
addition  into  multiplication,  so  amazing  are 
the  results.  The  name  which  Mr.  Dering 
read  was  Edmund  Gray.  The  amount  placed 
in  the  same  line  opposite  to  that  name  was 
720/.  Therefore,  he  had  drawn  a  cheque  to 
the  order  of  Edmund  Gray  for  the  sum  of 
720/. 

Now,  a  man  may  be  in  very  great  practice 
indeed  ;  but  if,  like  Mr.  Dering,  he  knows  the 
details  of  every  case  that  is  brought  into  the 
House,  he  would  certainly  remember  draw- 
ing a  cheque  for  720/.,  and  the  reason  why  it 
was  drawn,  and  the  person  for  whom  it  was 
drawn,  especially  if  the  cheque  was  only 
three  weeks  old.  Seven  hundred  and  twenty 
pounds !  It  is  a  sum  in  return  for  which 
many  and  very  substantial  services  must  be 
rendered. 

'  Edmund  Gray  ! '  he  murmured.  '  Strange ! 
I  cannot   remember   the   name   of  Edmund 
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Gray.  Who  is  Edmund  Gray  ?  Why  did  I 
give  him  720/.  ? ' 

The  strange  fact  that  he  should  forget  so 
large  a  sum  amused  him  at  first.  Beside  him 
lay  a  book  which  was  his  private  Diary.  He 
opened  it  and  looked  back  for  three  months. 
He  could  find  no  mention  anywhere  of 
Edmund  Gray.  To  repeat :  he  knew  all  the 
details  of  every  case  that  came  into  the 
House :  he  signed  all  the  cheques :  his 
memory  was  as  tenacious  and  as  searching 
as  the  east  wind  in  April ;  yet  this  matter  of 
Edmund  Gray  and  his  cheque  for  720/.  he 
could  not  recall  to  his  mind  by  any  efibrt. 

There  is  a  certain  stage  in  brain  fatigue 
when  one  cannot  remember  names  :  it  is  the 
sure  and  certain  symptom  of  overwork :  the 
wise  man  recognises  the  symptom  as  a  merci- 
ful warning  and  obeys  it.  Mr.  Dering  knew 
this  symptom.  '  I  must  take  a  holiday,'  he 
said.  'At  sixty-seven,  one  cannot  afford  to 
neglect  the  least  loss  of  memory.  Edmund 
Gray  !     To  forget  Edrar.nd  Gray— and  720/. 
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I  must  run  down  to  the  sea-side  for  a  fort- 
night's rest.' 

He  shut  up  the  bank  book  and  tried  to  go 
back  to  his  work.  But  this  name  came  back 
to  him.  '  Edmund  Gray,'  he  murmured — 
*  Edmund  Gray.  Wh©  on  earth  is  this 
Edmund  Gray  ?  Why  did  he  get  a  cheque 
for  720/.  ? ' 

The  thing  ceased  to  amuse  him  :  it  began 
to  irritate  him  :  in  two  minutes  it  began  to 
torture  him  :  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair  :  he 
drummed  with  his  fingers  on  the  table :  he 
took  up  the  book  and  looked  at  the  entry 
again.  He  got  up  and  walked  about  the 
room — a  lonojlean  ficrure  in  a  tio^ht  frock-coat. 
To  walk  about  the  room  and  to  swing  your 
arms  often  stimulates  the  memory.  In  this 
case,  however,  no  good  effect  followed.  The 
nomme  Edmund  Gray  remained  a  name  and 
nothing  more — the  shadow  of  a  name.  Mr. 
Bering  rapped  the  table  with  his  paper-knife, 
as  if  to  conjure  up  that  shadow.  Futile 
Superstition !     No   shadow   appeared.      But 


6  THE  IVORY  GATE 

how  could  the  shadow  of  a  name — an  un- 
known name — carry  off  720  golden  sove- 
reigns ? 

'I  feel  as  if  I  am  going  mad,'  he  mur- 
mured. '  Seven  hundred  and  twenty  pounds 
paid  by  myself  in  a  single  lump,  only  three 
weeks  ago,  and  I  remember  nothing  about  it ! 
I  have  no  client  named  Edmund  Gray.  The 
money  must  therefore  have  been  paid  by  me 
for  some  client  to  this  unknown  person.  Yet 
it  was  paid  by  my  cheque,  and  I  don't  re- 
member it.  Strange !  I  never  forgot  such 
a  thing  before.' 

There  was  an  office  bell  on  the  table.  He 
touched  it.  A  clerk — an  elderly  clerk — an 
ancient  clerk — obeyed  the  calL  He  was  the 
clerk  who  sat  in  the  room  outside  Mr. 
Bering's  office :  the  clerk  who  wrote  the 
cheques  for  the  chief  to  sign,  brought  back 
the  letters  when  they  had  been  copied, 
directed  the  letters  for  the  post,  received 
visitors,  and  passed  in  cards  :  in  fact,  the 
private     secretary,     stage-manager — we     all 
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want  a  stage-manager  in  every  profession — or 
confidential  clerk.  As  befits  a  man  of  re- 
sponsibility, he  was  dressed  all  in  black,  his 
office  coat  being  as  shiny  as  a  mirror  on  tlie 
arms  and  on  the  shoulders :  by  long  habit  it 
hung  in  certain  folds  or  curves  which  never 
unbent :  his  face  was  quite  shaven  and  shorn : 
all  til  at  was  left  of  his  white  hair  was  cut 
short :  his  eyes  were  keen  and  even  foxy :  his 
lips  w^ere  thin  :  his  general  expression  was 
one  of  watchfulness  :  when  he  watched  his- 
master  it  was  with  the  attention  of  a  servant : 
when  he  watched  anybody  else  it  was  as  one 
who  watches  a  rogue,  and  would  outwit  him, 
if  he  could,  at  his  own  roguery.  In  certain 
commercial  walks  of  the  lower  kind,  where 
honour  and  morality  consist  in  the  success  of 
attempts  to  cheat  each  other,  this  kind  of 
expression  is  not  uncommon.  Whether  his 
expression  was  good  or  bad,  he  was  an  ex- 
cellent clerk :  he  was  always  at  his  post  at 
nine  in  the  morning  :  he  never  left  the  office 
before  seven,  and,  because  Mr.  Dering  was  a 
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whale  for  work,  he  sometimes  stayed  without 
a  grumble  until  eight  or  even  nine.  Man 
and  boy,  Checkley  had  been  in  the  office  of 
Bering  &  Son  for  fifty-five  years,  entering  as 
an  errand-boy  at  twelve. 

*  Checkley,'  said  his  master,  *  look  at 
this  bank  book.  Credit  side.  Fourth  entry. 
Have  you  got  it  .^ ' 

'  Edmund  Gray,  720/.,'  the  clerk  read. 

'  Yes.  What  is  that  cheque  for  ?  Who 
is  Edmund  Gray  ?  ' 

The  clerk  looked  surprised.  '  I  don't 
know,'  he  said. 

*  Why  did  I  pay  that  money  ? ' 
The  clerk  shook  his  head. 

*  Did  you  look  at  tlie  book  when  you  laid 
it  on  the  table  ?  ' 

The  clerk  nodded. 

*  Well— what  did  you  think  of  it  ?  ' 

*  I  didn't  think  of  it  at  all.  It  wasn't  one 
of  the  cheques  you  told  me  to  draw  about 
that  time  ago.  If  I  had  thought,  I  should 
Lave  supposed  it  was  your  private  business.' 
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'  I  was  not  aware,  Checkley,  that  I  have 
any  private  affairs  that  you  do  not  know.' 

*  Well — but  you  might  have.' 

*True.  I  mioht  have.  Just  so.  As  I 
haven't — who,  I  ask  you  again — who  is  this 
Edmund  Gray?' 

'  I  don't  know.' 

*  Have  you  ever  heard  of  any  Edmund 
Gray?' 

'  Never  to  my  knowledge.' 

'  This  is  the  first  time  you  have  heard 
that  name?  '  the  lawyer  persisted. 

'  The  very  first  time.' 

'  Consider.  Is  there  any  Edmund  Gray 
in  connection  with  any  of  my  clients  ?  ' 

'  Not  to  my  knowledge.' 

*Not  to  your  knowledge.  Has  any 
Edmund  Gray  ever  been  employed  about  the 
office  ? ' 

*No — certainly  not.' 

'We  have  recently  been  painted  and 
papered  and  whitewashed  and  new  carpeted 
at  great   expense   and   inconvenience.      Did 
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Edmund  Gray  conduct  any  of  those  opera- 
tions ? ' 
'No.' 

*  Has  the  name  of  Edmund  Gray  ever 
been  mentioned  in  any  letters  that  have  come 
here  ? ' 

It  was  notorious  in  the  office  that  Checkley 
read  all  the  letters  that  came,  and  that  he 
never  forgot  the  contents  of  any.  If  you 
named  any  letter  he  would  at  once  tell  you 
what  was  written  in  it  even  if  it  were  twenty 
years  old. 

*  I  have  never  even  heard  the  name  of 
Edmund  Gray  in  any  letter  or  in  any  connec- 
tion whatever,'  the  clerk  replied  firmly. 

'I  put  all  these  questions,  Checkley, 
because  I  was  pretty  certain  myself  from  the 
beginning ;  but  I  wanted  to  make  myself 
quite  certain.  I  thought  it  might  be  a  trick 
of  failing  memory.  Now,  look  at  the  name 
carefully ' — the  clerk  screwed  up  his  eyes 
tightly  in  order  to  get  a  good  grip  of  the 
name.     '  You  see  I  have  given  him  a  cheque 


PROLOGUE  II 

for  720/.,  only  three  weeks  ago.  I  am  not 
the  kind  of  man  to  give  away  720/.  for 
nothing.  Yet  I  have  actually  forgotten  the 
whole  business.' 

Certainly  he  did  not  look  the  kind  of  man 
to  forget  such  a  simple  thing  as  the  giving 
away  of  720/.  Quite  the  contrary.  His 
grave  face,  his  iron-grey  hair,  his  firm  lips, 
his  keen  steady  eyes,  apart  from  the  methodi- 
cal regularity  with  which  his  papers  were 
arranged  before  him,  all  proclaimed  that  he 
was  very  far  from  being  that  kind  of  man. 
Very  much  the  reverse,  indeed. 

'  You  don't  mean  to  sa}^,  sir,'  Checkley 
began,  with  a  change  in  his  face  from  watch- 
fulness to  terror — '  you  can't  mean ' 

'  I  mean  this,  Checkley.  I  know  of  no 
Edmund  Gray ;  and  unless  the  bank  has 
made  a  mistake,  there  has  been  committed — 
a — what  do  they  call  it  in  the  law-courts  ? ' 

The  clerk  held  the  bank  book  in  his 
hand,  staring  at  his  master  with  open  eyes. 
'What?'  he  repeated.     'What  do  they  call 
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it  ?  Good  Lord  !  Tliey  call  it  forgery — and 
for  720/. !  And  on  you,  of  all  people  in  the 
world  !  And  in  this  office  !  In  our  office  ! — 
our  office!  What  a  dreadful  thing,  to  be 
sure  !  Oh,  what  a  dreadful  thing  to  happen ! 
In  our  office — here ! '  The  clerk  seemed 
unable  to  express  his  astonishment. 

*  First  of  all,  get  me  the  returned 
cheques.' 

The  cheques  always  came  back  in  the 
pocket  of  the  bank  book.  Checkley  was 
accustomed  to  take  them  out  and  to  file  them 
in  their  proper  place. 

Again,  Mr.  Bering  neither  drew  his 
cheques  nor  wrote  his  letters  with  his  own 
hand.  He  only  signed  them.  One  clerk 
wrote  the  letters  ;  another  drew  the  cheques 
by  his  instruction  and  dictation. 

Checkley  went  back  to  his  own  room  and 
returned  with  a  bundle  of  returned  drafts. 
He  then  looked  in  the  safe — a  great  fireproof 
safe — that  stood  open  in  one  corner  of  the 
room,  and  took  out  the  current  cheque  book. 
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'  Here  it  is,'  he  said.  '  Check  drawn  by 
you  yourself  in  your  own  handwriting,  and 
properly  signed,  payable  to  order — not 
crossed  —  and  duly  endorsed.  —  Now  you 
understand  why  I  know  nothing  about  it. 
Edmund  Gray,  Esquire,  or  order.  Seven 
hundred  and  twenty  pounds.  Signed  Dering 
&  Sou.  Your  own  handwriting  and  your 
own  signature.' 

'Let  me  look.'  Mr.  Dering  took  the 
paper  and  examined  it.  His  eyes  hardened 
as  he  looked.  '  You  call  this  my  handwriting, 
Checkley ! ' 

'  I — I — I  did  think  it  was,'  the  clerk  stam- 
mered. '  Let  me  look  again.  And  I  think  so 
still,'  he  added  more  firmly. 

'  Then  you're  a  Fool.  Look  again. 
When  did  I  ever  sign  like  that  ? ' 

Mr.  Bering's  handwriting  was  one  of  those 
which  are  impossible  to  be  read  by  any 
except  his  own  clerks,  and  then  only  when 
they  know  what  to  expect.  Thus,  when  he 
drew  up  instructions  in  lawyer  language,  he 
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expressed  the  important  words  by  an  initial, 
a  medial,  or  a  final  consonant,  and  made 
scratches  for  all  the  words  between ;  his 
clerks,  however,  understood  him  very  well. 
If  he  had  written  a  love  letter,  or  a  farce,  or 
a  ballade,  or  a  story,  no  one,  either  clerks,  or 
friends,  or  compositors,  would  have  under- 
stood anything  but  a  word  here  and  a  word 
there.  For  his  signature,  however,  that  was 
different.  It  was  the  signature  of  the  Firm  : 
it  was  a  signature  a  hundred  and  twenty  years 
old  :  it  was  an  eighteenth-century  signature  : 
bold,  large,  and  clear,  every  letter  fully 
formed :  with  dots  and  flourishes,  the  last 
letter  concluding  with  a  fantasia  of  penman- 
ship belonging  to  a  time  when  men  knew  how 
to  write,  belonging  to  the  decorative  time  of 
penmanship. 

'  Two  of  the  dots  are  out  of  place,'  said 
Checkley,  '  and  the  flourish  isn't  quite  what  it 
should  be.  But  the  cheque  itself  looks  Uke 
your  hand,'  he  added  stoutly.  '  I  ought  to 
have   seen   that  there  was  something  wrong 
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about  the  signature,  though  it  isn't  much.  I 
own  to  that.  But  the  writing  is  hke  yours, 
and  I  would  swear  to  it  still.' 

*  It  isn't  my  handwriting  at  all,  then. 
Where  is  the  counterfoil  ? ' 

Checkley  turned  over  the  counterfoils. 
*  What  is  the  date  .^  '  he  asked.  '  March  the 
4th  ?  I  can't  find  it.  Here  are  cheques  for 
the  3rd  and  for  the  6th,  but  none  at  all  for 
the  4th.' 

'  Let  me  look.'  Strange  !  There  was  no 
counterfoil.  And  the  numbers  did  not  agree 
with  that  on  the  cheque. 

'You  haven't  got  another  cheque  book, 
have  you  ? ' 

'  No  ;  I  certainly  have  not.' 

Mr.  Dering  sat  with  the  cheque  in  his 
hand,  looking  at  it.  Then  he  compared  it  with 
a  blank  cheque.  '  Why,'  he  said,  '  this 
cheque  is  drawn  from  an  old  book — two 
years  old — one  of  the  books  before  the  bank 
amalgamated  and  changed  its  title  and  the 
form  of  the  cheques — not  much  of  a  change, 
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it  is  true — but — how  could  we  be  such 
fools,  Checkley,  as  not  to  see  the  difference  ?  ' 

'Then  somebody  or  other  must  have 
got  hold  of  an  old  cheque  book.  Shameful ! 
To  have  cheque  books  lying  about  for  every 
common  rogue  to  go  and  steal ! ' 

Mr.  Dering  reflected.  Then  he  looked  up 
and  said  :  '  Look  again  in  the  safe.  In  the 
left-hand  compartment  over  the  drawer,  I 
think  you  will  find  an  old  cheque  book.  It 
belonged  to  a  separate  account — a  Trust. 
That  has  been  closed.  The  book  should  be 
there. — Ah  !  There  it  is. — I  wonder  now,' 
the  lawyer  went  on,  '  how  I  came  to  remem- 
ber that  book?  It  is  more  than  two  years 
since  I  last  used  it  or  even  thought  of  it. 
Another  trick  of  memory.  We  forget  nothing, 
in  fact,  nothing  at  all.  Give  it  to  me.  Strange, 
that  I  should  remember  so  shght  a  thing. 
Now — here  are  the  cheques,  you  see — colour 
the  same — lettering  the  same — size  the  same — 
the  only  difference  being  the  style  and  title 
pf  the  Company,     The  fellow  niust  have  got 
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hold  of  an  old  book  left  about,  as  you  say, 
carelessly.  Ah  !  '  His  colour  changed. 
*  Here's  the  very  counterfoil  we  wanted ! 
Look  !  the  number  corresponds.  The  cheque 
was  actually  taken  from  this  very  book!  a 
book  in  my  own  safe !  in  this  very  office  ! 
Checkley,  what  does  this  mean  ? ' 

Checkley  took  the  book  from  his  master 
with  a  trembhng  hand,  and  read  feebly  the 
writing  of  the  counterfoil,  March  4th,  1883. 
Edmund  Gray,  720/.' 

'  Lord  knows  what  it  means,'  he  said.  '  I 
never  came  across  such  a  thing  in  my  life 
before.' 

'  Most  extraordinary !  It  is  two  years 
since  I  have  given  a  thought  to  the  existence 
of  that  book.  Yet  I  remembered  it  the 
moment  when  it  became  useful. — Well, 
Checkley,  what  have  you  got  to  say  ?  Can't 
you  speak  ? ' 

'  Nothing — nothing.  Oh  Lord,  what  should 
1  have  to  say?  If  you  didn't  draw  that 
cheque  with  your  own  hand  ' — 

VOL.   I.  c 


i8  THE  IVORY  GATE 

'  I  did  not  draw  that  cheque  with  my  own 
hand.' 

'  Then — then  it  must  have  been  drawn  by 
somebody  else's  hand.' 

'  Exactly.' 

'  Perhaps  you  dictated  it.' 

'  Don't  be  a  fool,  Checkley.  Keep  your 
wits  together,  though  this  is  a  new  kind  of 
case  for  you.  Criminal  law  is  not  exactly  in 
your  line.  Do  you  think  I  should  dictate  my 
own  handwriting  as  well  as  my  own  words  ? ' 

'  No.  But  I  could  swear — I  could  indeed 
— that  it  is  your  writing.' 

*Let  us  have  no  more  questions  and 
answers.  It  is  a  forgery.  It  is  a  forgery.  It 
is  not  a  common  forgery.  It  has  been  com- 
mitted in  my  own  office.  Who  can  have  done 
it?  Let  me  think' — he  placed  the  cheque 
and  the  old  cheque  book  before  him.  '  This 
book  has  been  in  my  safe  for  two  years.  I 
had  forgotten  its  very  existence.  The  safe  is 
only  used  for  my  private  papers.  I  open  it 
every  morning  myself  at  ten  o'clock.     I  shut 
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it  when  I  go  up-stairs  to  lunch.  I  open  it 
asfain  when  I  return.  I  close  it  when  I  go 
away.  I  have  not  departed  from  this  custom 
for  thirty  years.  I  could  no  more  sit  in  this' 
room  with  the  safe  shut — I  could  no  more  go 
away  with  the  safe  open — than  I  could  walk 
the  streets  in  my  shirt  sleeves.  Therefore,  not 
only  has  the  forgery  been  committed  by  some 
one  who  has  had  access  to  my  safe,  but  by 
some  one  who  has  stolen  the  cheque  in  my 
very  presence  and  before  my  eyes.  This  con- 
sideration should  narrow  the  field.'  He  looked 
at  the  cheque  again.  '  It  is  dated  March  the- 
4th.  The  date  may  mean  nothing.  But  it 
was  presented  on  the  5th.  Who  came  to  my 
room  on  the  4th  or  the  days  preceding  ?  Go 
and  find  out.' 

Checkley  retired  and   brought   back   his 
journal. 

'  You  saw  on  the  4th  ' He  read  tlie 

list  of  callers. 
'     'That  doesn't  help,'  said  Mr.  Dering. 

'  On  the  1st,  2d,  3d,  and  4th  you  had  Mr. 
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Arundel  working  with   you  here  every  day 
from  ten  till  twelve.' 

*  Mr.  Arundel.  Yes,  I  remember.  Any- 
body else  ?  ' 

*  Nobody  else.' 

*You  forget  yourself,  Checkley,'  Mr. 
Dering  said.  '  You  were,  as  usual,  in  and  out 
at  different  times.' 

'  Oh    Lord  !     sir  —  I     hope     you    don't 

think' The  old  clerk  stammered,  turning 

pale. 

'  I  think  nothing.  I  want  to  find  out.  Go 
to  the  bank.  See  the  manager.  Let  him  tell 
you  if  he  can  find  out  by  whom  the  cheque 
was  cashed.  If  in  notes — it  must  have  been 
in  notes — let  those  notes  be  instantly  stopped. 
It  is  not  crossed,  so  that  we  must  not  expect 
anything  so  .simple  as  the  Clearing  House.  Go 
at  once  and  find  out  exactly  what  happened.' 

This  happened  at  about  half-past  ten. 
The  bank  was  no  more  than  five  minutes 
walk.  Yet  it  was  twelve  o'clock  when  the 
clerk  returned. 
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*  Well,  what  have  you  found  out?  '  asked 
the  master. 

'  I  have  found  out  a  great  deal,'  Checkley 
began  eagerly.  '  First,  I  saw  the  manager, 
and  I  saw  the  pay  clerk.  The  cheque  was 
handed  in  by  a  commissionnaire.  Everybody 
trusts  a  commissionnaire.  "Jhe  pay  clerk 
knows  your  signature,  and  thouglit  it  was  all 
right.  I  showed  the  cheque  to  the  manager. 
He  knows  your  liandwriting,  and  he  says  he 
would  swear  that  the  cheque  was  drawn  by 
you  yourself.  So  I  am  not  such  a  fool  r.s 
you  think.'  ) 

'  Go  on.' 

'The  commissionnaire  told  the  pay  clerk 
that  he  was  ordered  to  take  it  all  in  ten- 
pound  notes.  He  took  them,  put  them  in 
his  pouch,  and  walked  away.  He  was  a  one- 
armed  man,  and  took  a  long  time  over  the 
job,  and  didn't  seem  a  bit  in  a  hurry.' 

'  About  the  notes  ?  ' 

'  The  manager  will  stop  them  at  once. 
But  he  says  that  if  the  thing  was  done  by  an 
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old  hand,  there  must  be  confederates  in  it, 
and  there  will  be  trouble.  However,  the 
notes  are  stopped.  That's  done.  Then  I 
-went  on  to  the  commissionnaires'  barracks  in 
the  Strand.  The  sergeant  very  soon  found 
the  man,  and  I  had  a  talk  with  him.  He  was 
employed  by  an  old  gentleman,  he  says, 
-staying  at  the  Cecil  Hotel,  Strand.  The  old 
cfentleman  sent  him  to  the  bank  with  instruc- 
tions  to  get  the  money  in  ten-pound  notes  ; 
•and  very  particular  he  was  with  him  about 
•^ot  losing  any  of  them  on  the  way.  He 
didn't  seem  a  bit  in  a  hurry  either.  Took 
the  notes  from  the  man  and  laid  them  in  a 
-pocket-book.  It  was  in  the  coffee-room,  and 
half-a-dozen  other  gentlemen  were  there  at 
the  same  time.  But  this  gentleman  seemed 
alone.' 

'  Humph  !  A  pretty  cool  business,  upon 
my  word !  No  hurry  about  it.  Plenty  of 
time.  That  was  because  they  knew  that  the 
old  cheque  book  would  not  be  found  and  ex- 
amined.' 
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*  Why  did  tliey  write  the  cheque  on  the 
counterfoil  ?  Why  did  they  put  the  cheque 
book  back  again — after  they  had  taken  it 
out?' 

'  I  don't  know.  The  workings  of  a 
forger's  brain  are  not  within  the  compass  of 
my  experiences.     Go  on,  Checkley.' 

*The  commissionnaire  says  that  he  is 
certain  he  woukl  know  the  gentleman 
again.' 

'Very  good  indeed,  if  we  can  only  find 
the  gentleman.' 

'  I  then  went  on  to  the  Cecil  Hotel  and 
saw  the  head  waiter  of  the  cofiee-room.  He 
remembered  the  commissionnaire  being  sent 
for :  he  saw  the  bundle  of  bank-notes  brought 
back  from  the  bank,  and  he  remembers  the 
old  gentleman  very  well.  Says  he  should 
certainly  know  him  again.' 

'  Did  he  describe  him  ? ' 

'  There  didn't  seem  anything  particular  to 
describe.  He  was  of  average  height,  so  to 
speak,  dressed  in  gray  trousers  and  a  black 
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frock-coat,  and  was  gray-haired.  Much  as  if 
I  was  to  describe  you.' 

'  Oh !  The  notes  are  stopped.  Yet  in 
three  weeks  there  has  been  ample  time  to  get 
tliem  all  changed.  Every  note  may  have 
been  changed  into  gold  in  three  weeks.  An 
elderly  gentleman  :  gray  hair  :  average 
height :  that  tells  us  nothing.  Checkley,  the 
thing  has  been  done  by  some  one  who  had, 
or  still  has,  access  to  my  safe.  Perhaps,  in 
some  way  or  other,  keys  have  been  procured. 

In  that  case  ' He  stepped  over  to  the  safe 

and  opened  a  drawer.  '  See,  Checkley  ;  this 
drawer  is  untouched :  it  is  full  of  jewellery 
and  things  which  belonged  to  my  mother. 
Nothing  touched.  Here  is  a  bag  of  spade 
guineas  again — nothing  taken.  AVhat  do  you 
say  to  that  ?  If  the  forger  had  possessed  keys, 
he  would,  first  of  all,  have  cleared  out  the 
things  which  he  could  turn  into  money  without 
any  difficulty  and  very  little  risk.  Nothing 
taken  excej^t  tliat  cheque,  and  the  cheque  book 
replaced.     What  do  you  say  to  that  ?     Eh  ?  ' 
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'  I  don't  know  what  to  say.  I'm  struck 
stupid.  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing 
before.' 

*  Nor  I.  Why,  it  must  have  been  done  in 
this  room,  wliile  the  safe  was  open,  while  I 
was  actually  present.  That  is  the  only 
solution  possible.  Again,  who  has  been  in 
this  room  ? ' 

'All  the  callers — I  read  their  names  to 
you — your  clients.' 

'  They  all  sit  in  that  chair.  They  never 
leave  that  chair  so  long  as  they  are  with  me.' 
He  indicated  the  chair  which  stood  at  the 
corner  of  the  lawyer's  great  table  at  his  left 
hand.  Now  the  safe  was  in  the  far  corner, 
on  the  other  side  of  the  room.     '  They  could 

not  possibly Checkley,  the  only  two  who 

could  possibly  have  access  to  that  safe  in 
oflSce  hours  are  yourself  and  Mr.  Arundel.' 

'  Good  heavens  !  sir — you  can't  believe — 
you  can't  actually  think ' 

'  I  believe  nothing.  I  told  you  so  before. 
I  think  nothing.     I  want  the  facts.' 
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The  room  was  long  rather  than  square, 
lit  by  two  large  windows,  overlooking  the 
gardens  of  New  Square,  Lincoln's  Inn.  The 
lawyer  sat  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  protected 
by  a  cane-screen,  before  a  large  table.  On 
his  left  hand,  at  the  corner  of  the  table,  stood 
the  clients'  chair :  on  his  right  hand,  between 
the  two  windows,  was  a  small  table  with  a 
couple  of  drawers  in  it.  And  in  the  corner, 
to'  the  left  of  any  one  writing  at  the  small 
table,  and  on  the  right  hand  of  the  lawyer, 
was  the  open  safe  already  mentioned.  There 
were  two  doors,  one  communicating  with  the 
clerk's  room,  the  other  opening  directly  on 
the  stairs.  The  latter  was  locked  on  the 
inside. 

'  Call  Mr.  Arundel,'  said  the  chief. 

While  Checkley  was  gone,  he  walked  to 
the  window  and  observed  that  any  one  sitting 
at  the  table  could,  by  merely  reaching  out, 
take  anything  from  the  safe  and  put  it  back 
again  unobserved,  if  he  himself  happened  to 
be   occupied   or   looking   another  way.     His 
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grave  face  became  dark.  He  returned  to  his 
own  chair,  and  sat  thinking,  while  his  face 
grew  darker  and  his  eyes  harder,  until  Mr. 
Arundel  appeared. 

Athelstan  Arundel  was  at  this  time  a 
recently  admitted  member  of  the  respectable 
but  too  numerous  family  of  soUcitors.  He 
was  between  two  and  three  and  twenty  years 
of  age,  a  tall  and  handsome  young  fellow,  of 
a  good  manly  type.  He  was  an  ex-articled 
clerk  of  the  House,  and  he  had  just  been 
appointed  a  Managing  Clerk  until  something 
could  be  found  for  him.  The  Arundels  were 
a  City  family  of  some  importance:  perhaps 
something  in  a  City  Firm  might  presently  be 
achieved  by  the  united  influence  of  family 
and  money.  Meantime,  here  he  was,  at 
work,  earning  a  salary  and  gaining  experi- 
ence. Checkley — for  his  part,  who  was  as 
jealous  of  his  master  as  only  an  old  servant, 
or  a  young  mistress,  has  the  right  to  be — had 
imagined  symptoms  or  indications  of  a  grow- 
ing preference  or  favour  toward  thi^  young 
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gentleman  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Bering.  Cer- 
tainly, he  had  Mr.  Arundel  in  his  own  office 
a  good  deal,  and  gave  him  work  of  a  most 
confidential  character.  Besides,  Mr.  Dering 
was  Executor  and  Trustee  for  young  Arundel's 
mother,  and  he  had  been  an  old  friend  and 
school-fellow  of  his  father,  and  had  known 
the  young  man  and  his  two  sisters  from 
infancy. 

'  Mr.  Arundel,'  the  lawyer  began.  At  his 
own  house,  he  addressed  his  ward  by  his 
Christian  name :  in  the  office,  as  managing 
clerk,  he  prefixed  the  courtesy  title.  'An 
extremely  disagreeable  thing  has  liappened 
here.  Nothing  short  of  a  forgery. — Don't 
interrupt  me,  if  you  please' — for  the  young 
man  looked  as  if  he  was  about  to  practise  his 
interjections. — '  It  is  a  most  surprising  thing, 
I  admit.  You  needn't  say  so,  however.  That 
wastes  thne.  A  Forgery.  On  the  fifth  of  this 
month,  three  weeks  ago,  a  cheque,  apparently 
in  my  handwriting,  and  with  my  signature,  so 
skilfully  executed  as  to  deceive  even  Checkley 
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and  the  manager  of  the  bank,  was  presented 
at  my  bank  and  duly  cashed.  The  amount  is 
— large — 720/. — and  the  sum  was  paid  across 
the  counter  in  ten-pound  notes,  which  are 
now  stopped — if  there  are  any  left.'  He  kept 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  young  man,  whose  face 
betrayed  no  other  emotion  than  that  of 
natural  surprise.  'We  shall  doubtless  trace 
these  notes,  and  through  them,  of  course,  the 
forger.  We  have  already  ascertained  who 
presented  the  cheque.     You  follow  ?  ' 

'  Certainly.  There  has  been  a  forgery. 
The  forged  cheque  has  been  cashed.  The 
notes  are  stopped.  Have  you  any  clue  to  the 
forgery — any  suspicions  ? ' 

*  As  yet,  none.  We  are  only  beginning  to 
collect  the  facts.'  The  lawyer  spoke  in  the 
coldest  and  most  austere  manner.  'I  am 
laying  them,  one  by  one,  before  you.' 

Young  Arundel  bowed. 

'  Observe,  then,  that  the  forged  cheque 
belongs  to  a  cheque  book  which  has  been 
lying,  forgotten  by  me,  in  this  safe  for  two 
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years.  Here  is  the  book.  Turn  to  the  last 
counterfoil.  Here  is  the  cheque,  the  forged 
cheque,  which  corresponds.     You  see  ? ' 

'  Perfectly.  The  book  has  been  in  the 
safe  for  two  years.  It  has  been  taken  out  by 
someone — presumably  the  forger — the  cheque 
has  been  forged  ;  the  counterfoil  filled  up  ;; 
and  the  book  replaced.  Why  was  all  this 
trouble  taken  ?  K  the  man  had  got  the 
cheque,  why  did  he  fill  up  the  counterfoil? 
Why  did  he  return  the  book?  I  beg  your 
pardon.' 

'  Your  questions  are  pertinent.  I  come  ta 
the  next  point.  The  safe  is  never  opened  but 
by  myself.  It  is  open  so  long  as  I  am  in  the 
room,  and  at  no  other  time.' 
'  Certainly,  I  know  that.' 
'  Very  well.  The  man  who  took  out  the 
cheque  book,  forged  the  cheque,  and  replaced 
the  book,  must  have  done  it  in  my  very 
presence.' 

'  Oh  !      Could   not   someone — somehow — •' 
have  got  a  key  ?  ' 
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'I  tliouglit  of  that.  It  is  possible.  But 
tlie  drawers  are  full  of  valuables,  jewellery — 
curios — all  kinds  of  things  which  could  easily 
be  turned  into  money.  And  they  were  not 
touched.  Now,  had  the  safe  been  opened 
by  a  key,  these  things  would  certainly  have 
vanished.' 

'  So  it  would  seem.' 

'These  are  the  main  facts,  Mr.  Arundel. 
Oh !  one  more.  We  have  found  the  mes- 
senger who  cashed  the  cheque.  Perhaps 
tliere  are  one  or  two  other  j)oints  of  more  or 
less  importance.  There  is  only  one  more 
point  I  wish  to  bring  before  you.  Of  course 
^I  make  no  charge — I  insinuate  none.  But 
this  must  be  remembered — there  are  only 
two  persons  who  have  had  access  to  this 
safe  in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  it  possi- 
ble for  them  to  take  anything  out  of  it — 
Checkley ' 

'  No — no — no,'  cried  the  old  man. 

'  And  you  yourself  At  the  time  of  the 
robbery,  you  were  working  at  that  table  with 
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the  safe  open  and  within  reach  of  your  left 
hand.  This  is  a  fact,  mind — one  of  the  facts 
of  the  case — not  a  charge.' 

'  What  ? '  cried  the  young  man,  his  cheek 
aflame — '  you  mean  ' 

'  I  mean  nothing — nothing  at  aU.  I  want 
you — and  Checkley — who  alone  have  used 
this  room,  not  counting  callers  who  sat  in 
that  chair — to  know  the  facts.' 

*  The  facts — ^yes — of  course — the  facts. 
Well ' — he  spoke  rapidly  and  a  little  incohe- 
rently— '  it  is  true  that  I  worked  here — but — 
oh !  it  is  absurd.  I  know  nothing  of  any 
cheque  book  lying  in  your  safe.  I  was  work- 
ing at  this  table' — he  went  to  the  table — ^^ 
'sitting  in  this  chair.  How  could  I  get  up 
and  search  about  in  a  safe  for  an  unknown 
and  unsuspected  cheque  book  before  your 
very  eyes  ?  ' 

*  I  do  not  know.  It  seems  impossible.  I 
only  desire  you  to  consider,  with  me,  the 
facts.' 

Had  Mr.  Bering  spoken  just  a  little  less 
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coldly,  with  just  a  little  less  dryness  in  his 
manner,  what  followed  would  perhaps  have 
been  different. 

'Yes — the  facts,'  repeated  the  young  man. 
'  Well — let  us  get  at  the  facts.  The  chief 
fact  is  that  whoever  took  that  cheque  and 
filled  it  up  must  have  known  the  existence 
of  that  cheque  book  more  than  two  years 
old.' 

'  It  would  seem  so.' 

'  Who  could  know  about  that  old  cheque 
book  .P  Only  one  who  had  been  about  your 
office  more  than  two  years,  or  one  who  had 
had  opportunities  of  examining  the  safe. 
Now,  you  sat  there — I  sat  here' — he  seated 
himself,  only  turning  the  chair  round.  *  How 
is  it  possible  for  a  man  sitting  here  to  take 
anything  out  of  that  safe  without  your  seeing 
him?  How  is  it  possible  for  him,  without 
your  knowledge,  to  examine  slowly  and  care- 
fully the  contents  of  the  safe  ?  ' 

'  Everything  is  possible,'  said  Mr.  Dering, 
still  coldly.    '  Let  us  not  argue  on  possibiHties. 

VOL.    I.  D 


34  THE  IVORY  GATE 

We  have  certain  facts  before  us.     By  the  help 
of  these,  I  shall  hope  to  find  out  others.' 

'  At  five  o'clock  every  day  I  put  the  work 
in  the  drawer  of  this  table  and  I  go  away.' 
He  opened  the  drawer,  as  if  to  illustrate  this 
unimportant  fact.  He  saw  in  it  two  or  three 
pieces  of  paper  with  writing  on  them.  He 
took  them  out.  '  Good  Heavens ! '  he  cried. 
'  They  are  imitations  of  your  handwriting.' 

Checkley  crossed  the  room  swiftly, 
snatched  them  from  him,  and  laid  them 
before  his  master.  '  Imitations  of  your  hand- 
writing,' he  said.  '  Imitations — exercises  in 
forgery — practice  makes  perfect.  Found  in 
the  drawer.     Now  ! ' 

Mr.  Bering  looked  at  the  papers  and  laid 
them  beside  the  forged  cheque.  'An  addi- 
tional fact,'  he  said.  'These  are  certainly 
imitations.  The  probable  conclusion  is  that 
they  were  made  by  the  same  hand  that 
forged  this  cheque.' 

'  Found  in  the  drawer,'  said  Checkley, 
'  used  by  Mr.  Arundel.     Never  by  me.     Ah  ! 
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The  only  two,  are  we  ?  These  imitations  will 
prove  that  I'm  not  in  it.' 

'  The  fact  that  these  imitations  are  found 
in  the  drawer,'  said  Mr.  Dering,  'is  a  fact 
which  may  or  may  not  be  important.' 

'  What  ? '  cried  the  young  man,  flaring  up. 
'  You  think  that  I  made  those  imitations  ?  ' 

'I  do  not  permit  myself — yet — to  make 
any  conclusions  at  all.  Everything,  however, 
is  possible.' 

Then  this  foolish  young  man  lost  his 
temper  and  his  head. 

'  You  have  known  me  all  my  life,'  he 
cried.  'You  have  knowm  me  and  all  my 
people.  Yet  at  the  iirst  moment  you  are 
ready  to  believe  that  I  have  committed  a 
most  abominable  forgery  !  Y^'ou — my  father's 
oldest  friend — my  mother's  Trustee !  My 
own  Guardian  !     You  ! ' 

'  Pardon  me.  There  are  certain  facts  in 
this  case.  I  have  laid  them  before  you.  I 
have  shown ' 

'  To  suspect  me,'  Arundel  repeated,  '  and 
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all  the  time  another  man — that  man — your 
clerk — who  knows  everything  ever  done  in 
this  office,  is  in  and  about  the  place  all  day 
long.' 

'  The  imitations,'  said  Checkley  quietly, 
'  were  found  in  his  own  drawer — by  himself.' 

'  Who  put  them  there  ?  Who  made 
them  ?     You — villain  and  scoundrel ! ' 

'  Stop,  stop,'  said  Mr.  Dering  coldly. 
'  We  go  too  fast.  Let  us  first  prove  our  facts. 
We  will  then  proceed  to  conclusions.' 

'  Well,  sir,  you  clearly  believe  that  I 
forged  your  name  and  robbed  you  of  all  this 
money.  I  have  not  got  ten  pounds  in  the 
world ;  but  that  is  not,  I  suppose,  a  fact 
which  bears  on  the  case.  You  think  I  have 
seven  hundred  pounds  somewhere.  Very 
good.  Think  so,  if  you  please.  Meanwhile, 
I  am  not  going  to  stay  in  the  service  of  a 
man  who  is  capable  of  thinking  such  a  thing. 
I  leave  your  service — at  once.  Get  some  one 
else  to  serve  you — somebody  who  likes  being 
charged  with  forgery  and  theft.'    He  flung 
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himself  out  of  the  room  and  banged  the  door 
behind  him, 

'  He  has  run  away,'  said  Checkley. 
*  Actually,  run  away  at  the  very  outset! 
What  do  you  think  now  ?  ' 

'I  do  not  think.  We  shall,  I  daresay, 
find  out  the  truth  in  due  course.  Meantime, 
these  documents  will  remain  in  my  keeping.' 

'  Only,  I  hope,  sir,'  the  clerk  began,  '  that 
after  what  you've  just  seen  and  heard,  after 
such  insolence  and  running  away  and  all' 

'Don't  be  an  ass,  Checkley.  So  far  as 
appearances  go,  no  one  could  get  at  the  safe 
except  you  and  Arundel.  So  far  as  the  ascer- 
tained facts  go,  there  is  nothing  to  connect 
either  of  you  with  the  thing.  He  is  a  foolish 
young  man  ;  and  if  he  is  innocent,  which  we 
must,  I  suppose,  believe ' — but  his  look  did 
not  convey  the  idea  of  robust  faith — '  he  wil 
come  back  when  he  has  cooled  down.' 

'  The  imitations  of  your  handwriting  in 
his  drawer ' 

*The  man  who  forged  the  cheque,'   said 
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Mr.  Bering,  '  whoever  he  was,  could  easily 
have  written  those  imitations.  I  shall  see 
that  hot-headed  boy's  mother,  and  bring  him 
to  reason. — Now,  Checkley,  we  will  resume 
work.  And  not  a  word  of  this  business,  if 
you  please,  outside.  You  have  yourself  to 
think  of  as  well,  remember.  You,  as  well  as 
that  boy,  have  access  to  the  safe.  Enough 
—enough.' 

Athelstan  Arundel  walked  home  all  the 
way,  foaming  and  raging.  No  omnibus,  cab, 
or  conveyance  ever  built  could  contain  a 
young  man  in  such  a  rage.  His  mother  lived 
at  Pembridge  Square,  which  is  four  good 
measured  miles  from  Lincoln's  Inn.  He 
walked  the  whole  way,  walking  through 
crowds,  and  under  the  noses  of  dray-horses, 
carriage-horses,  and  cart-horses,  without 
taking  the  least  notice  of  them.  When  he 
reached  home,  he  dashed  into  the  drawing- 
room,  where  he  found  his  two  sisters — Hilda 
and  Elsie — one  of  them  a  girl  of  eighteen,  the 
other  of  thirteen.     With  flaming  cheeks  and 
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fiery  eyes,  he  delivered  himself  of  his  story ; 
he  hurled  it  at  their  heads ;  he  called  upon 
them  to  share  his  indignation,  and  to  join  with 
him  in  scorn  and  contempt  of  the  man — their 
supposed  best  friend.  Trustee,  Guardian, 
Adviser — their  father's  best  friend — who  had 
done  this  thing — who  had  accused  him,  on 
the  bare  evidence  of  two  or  three  circum- 
stantial facts,  of  such  a  crime  ! 

There  is  somethin2^  maouetic  in  all  j^reat 

Do  O 

emotions :  one  proof  of  their  reality  is  that 
they  are  magnetic.  It  is  only  an  actor  who 
can  endow  an  assumed  emotion  with  magnet- 
ism. Elsie,  the  younger  girl,  fell  into  a 
corresponding  sympathy  of  wrath :  she  was 
jequal  to  the  occasion  :  passion  for  passion, 
she  joined  him  and  fed  the  flame.  But — for 
all  persons  are  not  magnetic — the  elder  sister 
remained  cold.  From  time  to  time  she  wanted 
to  know  exactly  what  Mr.  Dering  had  said  : 
this  her  brother  was  too  angry  to  remember : 
she  was  pained  and  puzzled :  she  neither 
soothed  him  nor  sympathised  with  him. 
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Til  en  the  m  other  returned,  and  the  whole 
story  was  told  again,  Elsie  assisting.  Now, 
Mrs.  Arundel  was  a  woman  of  great  sense :  a 
practical  woman  :  a  woman  of  keen  judgment. 
She  prided  herself  upon  the  possession  of  these 
qualities,  which  are  not  supposed  to  be  es- 
pecially feminine.  She  heard  the  story  with 
disturbed  face  and  knitted  brow. 

'  Surely,'  she  said,  '  what  you  tell  me, 
Athelstan,  is  beyond  belief.  Mr.  Dering,  of 
all  men,  to  accuse  you — you — of  such  a  thing  ! 
It  is  impossible.' 

'  I  wish  it  was  impossible.  He  accuses  me 
of  forging  that  cheque  for  720/.  He  says 
that  while  I  was  working  in  his  office  for  him, 
a  fortnight  ago,  I  took  a  certain  cheque  book 
out  of  the  safe,  forged  his  writing  on  a  cheque, 
and  returned  the  cheque  book.  This  is  what 
he  says.  Do  you  call  that  accusing,  or  don't 
you?' 

*  Certainly.  If  he  says  that.  But  how 
can  he — Mr.  Dering — the  most  exact  and 
careful  of  men  .^     I  will  drive  to  Lincoln's  Inn 
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at  once  and  find  out.  My  dear  boy,  pray 
calm  yourself.  There  is — there  must  be — 
some  terrible  mistake.' 

She  went  immediately  ;  and  she  had  a  long 
interview  with  the  solicitor. 

Mr.  Dering  was  evidently  much  disturbed 
by  what  had  happened.  He  did  not  receive 
her  as  he  usually  received  his  clients,  sitting 
in  his  arm-chair.  He  pushed  back  the  chair 
and  stood  up,  leaning  a  hand  on  the  back  of 
it,  a  tall,  thin,  erect  figure,  gray-haired,  austere 
of  face.  There  was  little  to  reassure  the 
mother  in  that  face.  The  very  trouble  of  it 
made  her  heart  sink. 

'  I  certainly  have  not  accused  Athelstan, 
he  said.  '  It  is,  however,  quite  true  that  there 
has  been  a  robber}^  here,  and  that  of  a  large 
sum  of  money — no  less  than  720/.' 

'  But  what  has  that  to  do  with  my 
boy?' 

'We  have  made  a  few  preliminary  in- 
quiries. I  will  do  for  you,  Mrs.  Arundel, 
what  I  did  for  your  son,  and  you  shall  yourself 
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understand  what  connection  those  inquiries 
have  with  him.' 

He  proceeded  coldly  and  without  comment 
to  set  forth  the  case  so  far  as  he  had  got  at 
the  facts.  As  he  went  on,  the  mother's  heart 
became  as  heavy  as  lead.  Before  he  finished, 
she  was  certain.  There  is,  you  see,  a  way  of 
presenting  a  case  without  comment  which  is 
more  efficacious  than  any  amount  of  talk ;  and 
Mrs.  Arundel  plainly  perceived — which  was 
indeed  the  case — that  the  lawyer  had  by  this 
time  little  doubt  in  his  own  mind  that  her  son 
had  done  this  thing. 

'  I  thought  it  right,'  he  continued,  '  to  lay 
before  him  these  facts  at  the  outset.  If  he  is 
innocent,  I  thought,  he  will  be  the  better  able 
to  prove  his  innocence,  and  perhaps  to  find 
the  guilty  person.  If  he  is  guilty,  he  may  be 
led  to  confession  or  restitution.  The  facts 
about  the  cheque  book  and  the  safe  are  very 
clear.  I  am  certain  that  the  safe  has  not  been 
opened  by  any  other  key.  The  only  persons 
who  have  had  access  to  it  are  Checkley  and 
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your  son  Atlielstan.  As  for  Checkley — he 
couldn't  do  it,  he  could  not  possibly  do  it. 
The  thing  is  quite  beyond  him.' 

Mrs.  Arundel  groaned.  '  This  is  terrible,' 
she  said. 

'  Meantime,  the  notes  are  numbered  :  they 
may  be  traced :  they  are  stopped  :  we  shall 
certainly  find  the  criminal  by  means  of  those 
notes.' 

'  Mr.  Dering' — Mrs.  Arundel  rose  and  laid 
her  hand  on  his — '  you  are  our  very  old  friend. 
Tell  me — if  this  wretched  bo}^  goes  away — if 
he  gives  back  the  money  that  remains — if  I 
find  the  rest — will  there  be — any  further — in- 
vestigation ? ' 

'  To  compound  a  felony  is  a  crime.  It  is, 
however,  one  of  those  crimes  which  men  some- 
times commit  without  repentance  or  shame. 
My  dear  lady,  if  he  will  confess  and  restore — 
we  shall  see.' 

IVIrs.  Arundel  drove  home  again.  She 
came  away  fully  persuaded  in  her  own  mind 
that  her  son — her  only  son — and  none  other, 
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must  be  that  guilty  person.  She  knew  Mr. 
Bering's  room  well :  she  had  sat  there  hun- 
dreds of  times  :  she  knew  the  safe  :  she  knew 
old  Checkley.  She  perceived  the  enormous 
improbability  of  this  ancient  clerk's  doing  such 
a  thing.  She  knew,  again,  what  temptations 
assail  a  young  man  in  London  :  she  saw  what 
her  Trustee  thought  of  it :  and  she  jumped  to 
the  conclusion  that  her  son — and  none  other 
— was  the  guilty  person.  She  even  saw  how 
he  must  have  done  it :  she  saw  the  quick  look 
while  Mr.  Bering's  back  was  turned :  the 
snatching  of  the  cheque  book :  the  quick 
replacing  it.  Her  very  keenness  of  judgment 
helped  her  to  the  conviction.  Women  less 
clever  would  have  been  slower  to  believe. 
Shameful,  miserable  termination  of  all  her 
hopes  for  her  boy's  career!  But  that  she 
could  think  of  afterwards.  For  the  moment 
the  only  thing  was  to  get  the  boy  away — to 
induce  him  to  confess — and  to  get  him  away. 
He  was  calmer  when  she  got  home,  but  he 
was  still  talking  about  the  thing  :  he  would 
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wait  till  the  right  man  was  discovered  :  then 
he  would  have  old  Dering  on  his  knees.  The 
thing  would  be  set  right  in  a  few  days.  He 
had  no  fear  of  any  delay.  He  was  quite 
certain  that  it  w^as  Checkley — that  old  villain. 
Oh  !  He  couldn't  do  it  by  himself,  of  course 
— nobody  could  believe  that  of  him.  He 
had  accomphces — confederates — behind  him. 
Checkley's  part  of  the  job  was  to  steal  the 
cheque  book  and  give  it  to  his  confederates 
and  share  the  swag. 

'  Well,  mother  ?  '  he  asked. 

His  mother  sat  down.  She  looked  pale 
and  wretched. 

'  Mother,'  cried  Hilda,  the  elder  sister. 
'Quick!  What  has  happened.^  What  does 
Mr.  Dering  say  ?  ' 

'He  accuses  nobody,'  she  replied  in  a 
hard  dry  voice.     '  But ' 

'  But  what  ?  '  asked  Hilda. 

'  He    told    me    everything — everything — 

and — and Oh  ! '     She   burst   into   sobs 

and  crying,  though  she  despised  women  who 
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cry.  '  It  is  terrible — It  is  terrible — It  is  in- 
credible. Yet,  what  can  I  think  ?  What  can 
any  one  think  ?  Leave  us,  Hilda.  Leave  us, 
Elsie.'  The  two  girls  went  out  unwillingly. 
'  Oh  !  my  son — how  can  I  believe  it  ?  And 
yet — on  the  one  hand,  a  boy  of  two-and- 
twenty  exposed  to  all  the  temptations  of 
town:  on  the  other,  an  old  clerk  of  fifty 
years'  service  and  integrity.  And  when  the 
facts  are  laid  before  you  both — calmly  and 
coldly — you  fly  into  a  rage  and  run  away, 
while  Checkley  calmly  remains  to  await  the 
inquiry.' 

Mrs.  Arundel  had  been  accustomed  all  her 
life  to  consider  Mr.  Dering  as  the  wisest  of 
men.  She  felt  instinctively  that  he  regarded 
her  son  with  suspicion :  she  heard  all  the 
facts :  she  jumped  to  the  conclusion  that  he 
was  a  prodigal  and  a  profligate :  that  he  had 
fallen  into  evil  ways,  and  spent  money  in 
riotous  living :  she  concluded  that  he  had 
committed  these  crimes  in  order  to  get  more 
money  for  more  skittles  and  oranges. 
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'  Athelstan  ' — she  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
arm,  but  did  not  dare  to  Hft  her  eyes  and 
behold  that  guilty  face — '  Athelstan — confess 
— make  reparation  so  far  as  you  can — confess 
— oh  !  my  son — my  son  !  You  •will  be  caught 
and  tried  and  found  guilty,  and — oh !  I 
cannot  say  it — through  the  notes  which  you 
have  changed.  They  are  all  known  and 
stopped.' 

The  boy's  wrath  was  now  changed  to 
madness. 

'  You  ! '  he  cried.  '  You  ?  My  own 
mother  ?  You  believe  it,  no  ?  Oh  I  we  are 
all  going  mad  together.  What  ?  Then  I  am 
turned  out  of  this  house,  as  I  am  turned  out 
of  my  place.  I  go,  then — I  go  ;  and ' — here 
he  swore  a  mighty  oath,  as  strong  as  anybody 
out  of  Spain  can  make  them — '  I  will  never — 
never — never  come  home  again  till  you  come 
yourself  to  beg  forgiveness — you — my  own 
mother  ! ' 

Outside,  in  the  hall,  his  sisters  stood,  wait- 
ing and  trembling. 
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'  Atbelstan,'  cried  the  elder,  '  what,  in  the 
name  of  Heaven,  have  you  done  ? ' 

'  Go,  ask  my  mother.  She  will  tell  you. 
She  knows,  it  seems,  better  than  I  know  my- 
self. I  am  driven  away  by  my  own  mother. 
She  says  that  I  am  guilty  of — of — of  forgery.* 

'  If  she  says  so,  Athelstan,'  his  sister  re- 
plied coldly,  'she  must  have  her  reasons. 
She  would  not  drive  you  out  of  the  house  for 
nothing.  Don't  glare  like  that.  Prove  your 
innocence.' 

'What.?  You,  too?  Oh!  I  am  driven 
away  by  my  sisters  as  well ' 

'  'No,  Athelstan — no,'  cried  Elsie,  catching 
his  hand.     '  Not  both  your  sisters.' 

'  My  poor  child  ; '  he  stooped  and  kissed 
her.  '  They  will  make  you  believe  what  they 
believe.  Good  Heavens !  They  make  haste 
to  believe  it ;  they  are  glad  to  believe  it.' 

'No — no.  Don't  go,  Athelstan.'  Elsie 
threw  her  arms  about  him.  '  Stay,  and  show 
that  they  are  wrong.  Oh  !  you  are  innocent. 
I  will  never — never — never  beUeve  it.' 
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He  kissed  her  again,  and  tore  himself 
away.  The  street  door  slammed  behind  him: 
they  heard  his  footsteps  as  he  strode  away. 
He  had  Gjone. 

Then  Elsie  fell  into  loud  weeping  and 
waihng.  But  Hilda  went  to  comfort  her 
mother. 

'  Mother,'  she  said,  '  did  he  really,  really 
and  truly  do  it?' 

'  What  else  can  I  believe  ?  Either  he  did 
it  or  that  old  clerk.     Where  is  he  ? ' 

'  He  is  gone.  He  says  he  will  come  back 
when  his  innocence  is  proved.  Mother,  if  he 
is  innocent,  why  does  he  run  away?  It's 
foolish  to  say  that  it  is  because  we  believe  it. 
I've  said  nothing  except  that  you  couldn't 
believe  it  without  reasons.  Innocent  young 
men  don't  run  away  when  they  are  charged 
with  robbery.  They  stay  and  fight  it  out. 
Athelstan  should  have  stayed. 

Later  on,  when  they  were  both  a  little  re- 
covered, Hilda  tried  to  consider  the  subject 
more   calmly.      She   had    not    her    mother's 

VOL,  I.  E 
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cleverness,  but  she  was  not  without  parts. 
The  following  remarks — made  by  a  girl  of 
eighteen — prove  so  much. 

*  Mother,'  she  said,  '  perhaps  it  is  better, 
so  long  as  this  suspicion  rests  upon  him,  that 
he  should  be  away.  We  shall  certainly  know 
where  he  is  :  he  will  want  money,  and  will 
write  for  it.  If  it  should  prove  that  some- 
body else  did  the  thing,  we  can  easily  bring 
him  back  as  a  martyr — for  my  own  part  I 
should  be  so  glad  that  I  would  willingly  beg 
his  pardon  on  my  knees — and  of  course  we 
could  easily  get  him  replaced  in  the  office. 
If  it  is  proved  that  he  did  do  it — and  that, 
you  think,  they  will  be  certain  to  find  out — 
Mr.  Bering,  for  your  sake,  will  be  ready  to 
hush  it  up — perhaps  we  may  get  the  notes 
back — he  can't  have  used  them  all ;  in  any 
case  it  will  be  a  great  comfort  to  feel  that  he 
is  out  of  the  way  :  a  brother  convicted — tried 
in  open  court — sentenced — oh  ! '  She  shud- 
dered. '  We  should  never  get  over  it :  never, 
never !      It  would  be  a  most  dreadful  thinof 
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for  Elsie  and  me.  As  for  his  going  away,  if 
people  ask  why  he  is  gone  and  where,  we 
must  invent  something — we  can  easily  make 
up  a  story — liint  that  he  has  been  wild — there 
is  no  disgrace,  happily,  about  a  young  man 
being  wild — that  is  the  only  thing  that  re- 
conciles one  to  the  horrid  selfishness  of  wild 
young  men — and  if,  by  going  away  in  a  pre- 
tended rage,  Athelstan  has  really  enabled  us 
to  escape  a  horrid  scandal — why,  mother,  in 
that  case — we  may  confess  that  the  blow  has 
been  by  Providence  most  mercifully  softened 
for  us — most  mercifully.  We  ought  to  con- 
sider that,  mother.' 

'  Yes,  dear,  yes.  But  he  is  gone.  Athelstan 
is  gone.  And  his  future  seems  ruined.  There 
is  no  hope  for  him.  I  can  see  no  hope  what- 
ever. My  dear,  he  was  so  promising.  I 
thought  that  all  the  family  influence  would 
be  his — we  haven't  got  a  single  City  solicitor 
in  the  whole  family.  I  thought  that  he  was  so 
clever  and  so  ambitious  and  so  eager  to  get  on 
and  make  money  and  be  a  credit  to  the  family. 
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Solicitors  do  sometimes — especially  City  solici- 
tors— become  so  very,  very  rich  ;  and  now  it 
is  all  gone  and  done — and  nothing  left  to  hope 
but  the  miserable  wish  that  there  should  be 
no  scandal.' 

'  It  is  indeed  dreadful.  But  still — consider 
— no  scandal.  Mother,  I  think  we  should 
find  out,  if  we  can,  something  about  his 
private  life — how  he  has  been  living.  He  has 
been  out  a  good  deal  of  evenings  lately.  If 
there  is  any — any  person — on  whom  he  has 
been  tempted  to  spend  money — if  he  has  been 
gambling — or  betting,  or  any  of  the  things 
that  I  read  of — this  young  lady,  thanks  to 
the  beneficent  assistance  of  certain  works  of 
fiction,  was  tolerably  acquainted  with  the 
ways  of  young  men  and  their  temptations 
— 'it  would  be  a  satisfaction  to  know  it  at 
least.' 

The  ladies  of  a  family  where  there  is  a 
'  wild '  young  man  do  not  generally  find  it 
easy  to  get  at  the  facts  of  his  wildness  :  these 
remain  locked  up  in  the  bosoms  of  his  com- 
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panions.  No  details  could  be  learned  about 
any  wildness — quite  the  contrary.  He  seemed, 
so  far  as  could  be  learned,  to  have  led  a  very 
quiet  and  regular  life.  '  But  then,'  said  the 
philosopher  of  eighteen,  quoting  from  a  novel, 
'  men  shelter  each  other.  They  are  all  bad 
together.' 

But — no  scandal. 

Everybody  knows  that  kind  of  brother  or 
sister  by  whom  all  family  events  are  considered 
with  a  view  to  the  scandal  likely  to  be  caused 
and  the  personal  injury  resulting  to  himself; 
or  the  envy  that  will  follow  and  the  personal 
advantage  accruing  from  that  event.  That 
her  brother  was  perhaps  a  shameful  criminal 
might  be  considered  by  Hilda  Arundel  later 
on  :  at  first,  she  was  only  capable  of  per- 
ceiving that  this  horrid  fact,  unless  it  could 
be  hidden  away  and  kept  secret,  might  very 
materially  injure  herself. 

Almost  naturally,  she  folded  her  hands 
sweetly  and  laid  her  comely  head  a  little  on 
one  side — it  is  an  attitude  of  resignation  which 
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may  be  observed  in  certain  pictures  of  saints 
and  holy  women.  Hilda  knew  many  little 
attitudes.  Also,  quite  naturally,  she  glanced 
at  a  mirror  on  the  wall  and  observed  that  her 
pose  was  one  of  sorrow  borne  with  Christian 
resignation. 

We  must  blame  neither  Hilda  nor  her 
mother.  The  case  as  put  by  Mr.  Bering  in  the 
form  of  plain  fact  without  any  comment,  did 
seem  very  black  indeed  against  Athelstan.  In 
every  family  the  first  feeling  in  such  a  case — 
it  is  the  instinct  of  self-preservation — is  to 
hush  up  the  thing  if  possible — to  avoid  a 
scandal. 

Such  a  scandal  as  the  prosecution  of  a 
brother  for  forgery — with  a  verdict  of  guilty 
— is  a  most  truly  horrible,  deplorable,  fatal 
thing.  It  takes  the  respectability  out  of  a 
family  perhaps  at  a  critical  moment,  when  the 
family  is  just  assuming  the  robes  of  respect- 
ability :  it  ruins  the  chances  of  the  girls  :  it 
blights  the  prospects  of  the  boys :  it  drives 
away  friends :  it  is  a  black  spot  which  all  the 
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soaps  ever  advertised  could  never  wash  off. 
Therefore,  while  the  mother  hoped,  first  of  all, 
that  the  boy  would  escape  the  clutch  of  the 
la\7,  Hilda  was,  first  of  all,  grateful  that  there 
would  be  no  scandal.  Mr.  Dering  would  not 
talk  about  it.  The  thing  would  not  interfere 
with  her  own  prospects.  It  was  sad  :  it  was 
miserable  ;  but  yet — no  scandal.  With  what 
a  deep,  deep  sigh  of  satisfaction  did  the  young 
lady  repeat  that  there  would  probably  be  no 
scandal ! 

As  for  Elsie,  that  child  went  about  for 
many  days  with  tearful  eyes,  red  cheeks, 
and  a  swollen  nose.  She  was  rebelHous  and 
sharp  with  her  mother.  And  to  her  sister  she 
refused  to  speak.  The  days  went  on.  They 
became  weeks,  months,  years.  Otherwise 
tliey  would  not  have  been  days.  Nothing  at 
all  was  heard  of  Athelstan.  He  sent  no  letters 
to  any  one  :  he  did  not  even  write  for  money  : 
they  knew  not  where  he  was  or  what  he  was 
doing.  He  disappeared.  It  was  understood 
that  there  had  been  wildness. 
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Now — which  was  very  remarkable — 
though  the  forger  had  had  a  clear  run  of 
three  weeks,  it  could  not  be  discovered  that 
any  of  the  notes  had  been  presented.  Perhaps 
they  were  sent  abroad :  yet  foreign  and 
colonial  banks  would  know  the  numbers  of 
stopped  notes.  And  towards  the  discovery  of 
the  forger  no  further  step  had  been  taken. 
The  commissionnaire  who  took  the  cheque  had 
been,  as  you  have  seen,  easily  found  :  he  said 
he  should  know  the  old  gentleman  who  gave 
him  the  forged  draft  to  cash.  He  said,  being 
again  interrogated,  that  Checkley  was  not  in 
the  least  like  that  old  gentleman.  What  could 
be  thought,  then?  Athelstan  must  have 
*  made  up '  as  an  old  man  :  he  was  fond  of 
private  theatricals :  he  could  make  up  very 
well :  of  course,  he  had  made  up.  And  then, 
this  point  being  settled,  they  left  oil'  talking 
about  the  business. 

Other  things  happened — important  things 
— which  made  the  memory  of  the  prodigal 
son  to  wax  dim.     First  of  all  came  Hilda's 
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case.  Slie  was  a  graceful  young  person,  with 
features  of  great  regularity :  her  expression 
was  cold,  her  eyes  were  hard,  and  her  hps 
were  a  little  thin,  but  these  things  at  nineteen 
are  hardly  perceived.  She  was  that  sort  of  a 
girl  who  seems  created  for  the  express  purpose, 
first  of  wearing  and  beautifying  costly  raiment, 
and  next  of  sitting  in  a  splendid  vehicle.  The 
finer  the  dress,  the  more  beautiful  she  looked. 
The  grander  the  carriage,  the  more  queenly 
she  seemed.  In  rags  her  coldness  would  be 
arctic,  her  hardness  would  be  granitic :  in 
silk  and  velvet  she  became  a  goddess.  It  was 
therefore  most  fitting  that  she  should  marry 
a  rich  man.  Now,  to  be  rich  in  these  days, 
one  must  be  old.  It  is  the  price  that  one  has 
to  pay  for  wealth.  Sometimes  one  pays  the 
price  and  gets  old,  and  yet  does  not  get  what 
one  has  paid  for.  That  seems  hardly  fair. 
There  was  a  certain  rich  man,  Mr.  Bering's 
younger  brother.  Sir  Samuel  Dering,  Knight, 
one  of  the  most  substantial  City  men,  a  man 
who   had    a    house    in    Kensington    Palace 
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Gardens,  a  yacht,  a  country  place  in  Sussex, 
and  piles  of  papers  in  a  safe,  meaning  invest- 
ments. He  was  a  widower  without  encum- 
brance :  he  was  fifty-seven  years  of  age,  not 
yet  decayed :  he  wanted  a  wife  to  be  the 
mistress  of  his  house,  and  to  look  well  at  his 
dinner-parties.  Of  course,  when  one  does 
want  a  wife,  at  any  age,  one  wants  her  young. 
Hilda  Arundel,  his  brother's  ward,  looked  as 
if  she  would  discharge  the  duties  required 
of  the  position  admirably.  He  suggested 
the  arrangement  to  his  brother,  who  spoke 
about  it. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  talking  about  it. 
Mrs.  Arundel  showed  that  she  knew  the  value 
of  her  daughter  ;  but  there  was  no  doubt 
about  the  conclusion  of  the  matter.  There 
was  a  grand  wedding,  at  which  all  the  richer 
Arundels  were  present,  and  none  of  the  poor 
relations.  Mr.  Bering,  the  young  lady's 
guardian,  gave  her  away ;  Hilda  became 
Lady  Dering,  and  has  been  perfectly  happy 
ever  since.     Elsie  remained  with  her  mother. 
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Her  brother  was  never  spoken  of  between 
them.  But  she  remembered  him,  and  she 
was  firm  in  her  conviction  that  his  innocence 
would  be  some  day  estabhshed. 

After  five  years,  nothing  at  all  having  been 
heard  of  the  notes,  Mr.  Dering  made  applica- 
tion to  the  Bank  of  England,  and  received 
from  them  the  sum  of  720/.  in  new  crisp  notes 
in  the  place  of  those  of  which  he  had  been 
robbed,  so  that  the  actual  loss  at  4  per  cent, 
compound  interest  amounted  to  no  more  than 
155/.  195.  9JcZ.,  which  is  more  than  one  likes 
to  lose,  yet  is  not  actually  embarrassing  to  a 
man  whose  income  is  about  ten  thousand  a 
year.  He  ceased  to  think  about  the  business 
altogether,  except  as  a  disagreeable  episode  of 
his  office. 

Then  Athelstan  Arundel  became  com- 
pletely forgotten.  His  old  friends,  the  young 
men  with  whom  he  had  played  and  sported, 
only  remembered  him  from  time  to  time  as  a 
fellow  who  had  come  to  some  unknown  grief, 
and  had  gone  away.     There  is  always  some 
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young  fellow  in  every  set  of  young  fellows 
who  gets  into  some  scrape,  and  so  leaves  the 
circle,  and  is  no  more  seen  or  heard  of.  We 
go  on  just  the  same  without  him :  very 
seldom  is  such  a  man  remembered  long ;  it 
is  the  way  of  the  world :  we  cannot  stop  to 
lament  over  the  fallen :  we  must  push  on : 
others  fall :  close  up  the  ranks :  push  on : 
Time  drives  :  the  memory  of  the  fallen  swiftly ' 
waxes  dim. 

Four  years  or  so  after  the  mysterious  busi- 
ness of  Edmund  Gray,  Mr.  Bering  received  a 
letter  with  an  American  stamp  marked  '  Pri- 
vate and  Confidential.'  He  laid  this  aside 
until  he  had  got  through  the  business  letters  ; 
then  he  opened  it.  He  turned  first  to  the  sig- 
nature. '  Ha  ! '  he  said,  '  Athelstan  Arundel. 
At  last.     Now  we  shall  see.     We  shall  see.' 

He  expected  a  full  confession  of  the  crime. 
We  should  never  expect,  says  the  Sage,  what 
we  desire,  because  we  never  obtain  what  we 
expect.  It  would  have  made  Mr.  Bering  more 
comfortable  in  his  mind  had  the  letter  con- 
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tained  a  confession.  Of  course,  Athelstan  had 
done  it.  Nobody  else  could  have  done  it.  Yet 
when  he  thought  about  the  business  at  all, 
there  always  arose  in  his  mind  an  uneasy  feel- 
ing that  perliaps  the  boy  had  been  treated 
unwisely.  It  might  have  been  more  prudent 
to  have  kept  the  facts  from  him,  although  they 
pointed  so  strongly  in  his  direction,  until  proof 
positive  was  obtained.  It  might,  again,  have 
been  better  had  the  facts  been  put  before  him 
with  a  few  words  of  confidence,  even  though 
that  confidence  did  not  exist.  Time  only 
strengthened  Mr.  Bering's  suspicions  against 
tlie  young  man.  The  thing  must  have  been 
done  by  Checkley  or  by  him.  Now,  Checkley 
was  not  able,  if  he  had  wished,  to  imitate  any 
handwriting.  No  !  It  was  done  by  Athelstan. 
Why  he  did  it,  what  he  got  by  it,  seeing  that 
those  notes  had  never  been  presented,  no 
one  could  explain.  But  he  did  it — he  did  it. 
That  was  certain. 

Mr.  Dering  therefore  began  to  read  the 
letter  with  interest.     Its  commencement  was 
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without  any  opening  words  of  respect  or 
friendliness.  And  it  was  not  by  any  means 
the  letter  of  a  wricked  man  turning  away  from 
his  wickedness.  Not  a  word  of  repentance 
from  beginning  to  end. 

'  Four  years  ago,'  Mr.  Dering  read,  '  you 
drove  me  from  your  place  and  changed  my 
whole  life,  by  a  suspicion — amounting  to  a 
charge — of  the  gravest  kind.  You  assumed, 
without  explanation  or  examination,  that 
because  certain  facts  seemed  to  point  in  a 
certain  direction,  I  had  been  guilty  of  an 
enormous  crime,  that  I  had  robbed  my 
father's  oldest  friend,  my  mother's  Trustee, 
my  own  guardian,  my  employer,  of  a  great 
sum  of  money.  You  never  asked  yourself  if 
this  suspicion  was  justified  by  any  conduct  of 
mine — you  jumped  at  it.' 

'  Quite  wrong.  Wilfully  wrong,'  said  Mr. 
Dering.  'I  laid  the  facts  before  him.  No- 
thing but  the  facts.     I  brought  no  charge.' 

'  I  daresay  that  by  this  time  the  criminal 
has  been   loner   since   detected.      Had   I  re- 
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maiued,  I  would  have  brought  the  thing 
home  to  him.  For  of  course  it  could  be  none 
other  than  your  clerk.  I  have  thought  over 
the  case  thousands  of  times.  The  man  who 
forged  the  cheque  must  have  been  one  of  two 
— either  your  clerk — the  man  Checkley — or 
myself.  It  did  not  take  you  long,  I  appre- 
hend, to  learn  the  truth.  You  would  discover 
it  through  the  presentation  of  the  notes.' — 
'  This  is  a  very  crafty  letter,'  said  Mr.  Dering  ; 
'  when  he  never  presented  any  of  the  notes. 
Very  crafty.'  He  resumed  the  letter. — 
'Enough  said  about  that.  I  daresay,  how- 
ever, that  I  shall  some  day  or  other — before 
you  are  dead,  I  hope — return  in  order  to 
receive  some  expression  of  sorrow  from  you 
if  you  can  feel  shame.' — '  Certainly  not,'  said 
Mr.  Dering  with  decision. — '  Meantime,  there 
is  a  service  which  I  must  ask  of  you  for  the 
sake  of  my  people.  There  is  no  one  else 
whom  I  can  ask.  It  is  the  reason  of  my 
writing  this  letter. 

'  I  came  away  with  ten  pounds — all  I  had 
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in  the  world — in  my  pocket.  Not  seven 
hundred  and  twenty  pounds,  as  you  imagined 
or  suspected.  Ten  pounds.  With  that 
slender  capital  I  got  across  the  Atlantic.  I 
have  now  made  twelve  thousand  pounds.  I 
made  it  in  a  very  short  time  by  extraordinary 
good  luck.'  Mr.  Dering  laid  down  the  letter 
and  considered.  Twelve  thousand  pounds 
might  be  made — perhaps — by  great  good  luck 
— with  a  start  of  seven  hundred  and  twenty, 
but  hardly  with  ten  pounds.  A  silver  reef — 
or  more  likely  a  gambling  table,  or  a  second 
crime,  or  a  series  of  crimes.  It  will  be  ob- 
served that  his  opinion  of  the  young  man  was 
now  very  bad  indeed  :  otherwise,  he  would 
have  reflected  that  as  none  of  those  notes  had 
been  presented,  none  of  them  had  been  used. 
Even  if  an  English  ten-pound  note  is  converted 
into  American  dollars,  the  note  comes  home 
before  ten  years.  '  Extraordinary  good  luck.' 
He  read  the  words  again,  and  shook  his  head. 
'Now,  I  want  you  to  take  charge  of  this 
money,  to  say  nothing  at  all  about  it,  to  keep 


PROLOGUE  6s 

the  matter  a  profound  secret,  to  invest  it  or 
put  it  in  some  place  of  safety,  where  confi- 
dential clerks  with  a  taste  for  forgery  cannot 
get  at  it,  and  to  give  it,  on  her  twenty-first 
birthday,  to  my  sister  Elsie.  Do  not  tell  her 
or  anybody  from  whom  the  money  comes. 
Do  not  tell  anybody  that  you  have  heard 
from  me.  When  I  came  away,  she  was  the 
only  one  of  all  my  friends  and  people  who 
declared  that  she  believed  in  me.  I  now  strip 
myself  of  my  whole  possessions  in  order  to 
show  this  mark  of  my  love  and  gratitude 
towards  her.  In  sending  you  this  money  I 
go  back  to  the  ten  pounds  with  which  I 
started.' 

Mr.  Dering  laid  the   letter   down.      The 
words,  somehow,  seemed  to  ring  true.     Could 

the  boy — after  all? He  shook  his  head, 

and  went  on.  '  You  will  give  Elsie  this 
money  on  her  twenty- first  birthday,  to  be 
settled  on  her  for  herself. 

'  Atiielstan  Arundel.' 

VOL,  I.  F 
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The  letter  was  dated,  but  no  address  was 
given.  The  post-mark  was  Idaho,  which,  as 
we  all  know,  belongs  to  a  Western  State. 

He  looked  into  the  envelope.  There  fell 
out  a  paper,  which  was  a  draft  on  a  well- 
known  London  Firm,  payable  to  his  order  for 
twelve  thousand  and  fifty  pounds. 

'  This  is  very  unbusiness-like,'  said  Mr. 
Bering.  'He  puts  all  this  money  into  my 
hands,  and  vanishes.  These  are  the  ways  he 
learns  in  America,  I  suppose.  Puts  the 
money  blindly  in  my  hands  without  giving 
me  the  means  of  communicating  with  himt 
Then  he  vanishes.  How  could  he  prove  that 
it  was  a  Trust  ?  Well,  if  I  could  only  think 
— but  I  cannot — the  circumstantial  evidence 
is  loo  strong — that  the  boy  was'  innocent — ^I 
should  be  very  sorry  for  him.  As  for  Elsie — 
she  must  be  eighteen  now — about  eighteen — 
she  will  get  this  windfall  in  three  years  or  so. 
It  will  be  a  wonderful  lift  for  her.  Perhaps 
it  may  make  all  the  difference  in  her  future  ! 
If  I   could    only   think    that    the    boy   was 
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innocent — a  clever  lad,  too — which  makes 
his  guilt  more  probable.  But  I  can't — no — I 
can't.  Either  Checkley  or  that  boy — and 
Checkley  couldn't  do  it.  He  couldn't  if  he 
were  to  try.  What  did  the  boy  do  it  for  ? 
And  what  did  he  do  with  the  notes  ? ' 
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CHAPTER    I 

UP    THE    EIVER 

'  Can  you  not  be  content,  George  ? '  asked  the 
girl  sitting  in  the  stern.  '  I  think  that  I  want 
nothing  more  than  this.  If  we  could  only  go 
on  always,  and  always,  and  always,  just  like 
this.'  She  had  taken  off  her  right-hand  glove, 
and  she  was  dipping  her  fingers  into  the  cool 
waters  of  the  river  as  the  boat  slowly  drifted 
down  stream.  'Always  like  this,'  she  re- 
peated softly.  'With  you  close  to  me — so 
that  I  could  touch  you  if  I  wanted  to — so 
that  I  could  feel  safe,  you  know — the  sun 
behind  us,  warm  and  splendid,  such  a  sweet 
and  fragrant  air  about  us,  trees  and  gardens 
and  fields  and  lanes  on  either  side — and  both 
of  us  always  young,  George,  and — and  nice 
to  look  at,  and  all  the  world  before  us.' 
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She,  for  one,  was  not  only  young  and  nice 
to  look  upon,  but  fair — very  fair  to  look  upon. 
Even  young  persons  of  her  own  sex,  critics 
and  specialists  in  tlie  Art  and  Science  of 
Beauty — rivals  as  well — had  to  confess  that 
Elsie  was  rather  pretty.  I  believe  that  few 
such  critics  even  go  farther.  She  was,  to 
begin  with,  of  sufficient  stature,  in  a  time 
when  dumpy  women  are  not  considered,  and 
when  height  is  a  first  necessity  of  comeliness  : 
she  paid,  next,  such  obedience  to  the  laws  of 
figure  as  becomes  the  age  of  twenty,  and  is, 
with  stature,  rigorously  demanded  at  this  end 
of  the  century.  Her  chief  points,  perhaps, 
lay  in  her  eyes,  which  were  of  a  darker  shade 
of  blue  than  is  common.  They  were  soft,  yet 
not  languid  ;  they  were  full  of  hglit ;  they 
were  large,  and  yet  they  could  be  quick. 
Her  face  was  subject  to  sudden  changes  that 
made  it  like  a  spring-time  sky  of  shower, 
rainbow,  sunshine,  and  surprise.  Her  hair 
was  of  a  very  common  brown,  neither  dark 
nor  light.     She  was  attired,  this  evening,  in  a 
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simple  gray  frock  of  nun's  clotli  with  a  bunch 
of  white  roses  on  her  left  shoulder. 

When  one  says  that  her  companion  was  a 
young  man,  nearly  all  is  said,  because  the 
young  men  of  the  present  day  are  surprisingly 
alike.  Thousands  of  young  men  can  be  found 
like  George  Austin :  they  are  all  excellent 
fellows,  of  much  higher  principles,  on  some 
subjects,  than  their  fathers  before  them  ;  not 
remarkably  intellectual,  to  judge  by  their 
school  record :  yet  with  intelligence  and 
application  enough  to  get  through  their 
examinations  moderately:  for  the  most  part 
they  do  pass  them  with  moderate  success : 
they  are  not  ambitious  of  obtaining  any  of  the 
great  prizes — which,  indeed,  they  know  to  be 
out  of  their  reach — but  they  always  set  before 
themselves  and  keep  always  well  in  sight  the 
ideal  suburban  villa  and  the  wife :  they 
always  work  steadily,  if  not  feverishly,  with 
the  view  of  securing  these  two  blessings  ;  they 
always  hope  to  secure  an  income  that  will 
enable  them  to  maintain  that  wife — with   a 
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possible  following  of  babies — in  silk  attire  (for 
Sundays)  ;  in  ease  as  to  household  allowance ; 
and  in  such  freedom  of  general  expenditure 
as  may  enable  her  to  stand  up  among  her 
neighbours  in  church  without  a  blush. 

The  world  is  quite  full  of  such  men  :  they 
form  the  rank  and  file,  the  legionaries :  their 
opinion  on  the  subject  of  labour  is  purely 
Scriptural — namely,  that  it  is  a  curse :  they 
do  not  particularly  love  any  kind  of  work  : 
they  would  prefer,  if  they  had  the  choice,  to 
do  nothing  at  all :  when  they  get  their  summer 
hoUday  they  do  nothing  all  day  long,  with 
zeal :  they  give  no  more  thought  to  their  work 
than  is  sufficient  for  the  bread-winning :  whetlier 
they  are  professional  men  or  trading  men 
their  view  of  professional  work  is  solely  that 
it  brings  in  the  money.  If  such  a  young  man 
becomes  a  clerk,  he  never  tries  to  learn  any 
more  after  he  has  left  school :  he  accepts  the 
position :  a  clerk  and  a  servant  he  is,  a  clerk 
and  a  servant  he  will  remain.  If  he  is  engaged 
in  trade  he  gives  just  so  much  attention  to  liis 
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business  as  will  keep  his  connection  together : 
that  and  no  more :  otliers  may  soar  :  others 
may  become  Universal  Providers :  for  his 
part  he  is  contented  with  his  shop  and  his 
Sunday  feast.  If  he  becomes  a  profes- 
sional man  he  learns  no  more  of  his  science 
than  is  wanted  every  day.  The  lawyer  passes 
his  exam,  and  puts  away  his  law-books ;  he 
knows  enough  for  professional  purposes :  the 
doctor  reads  no  more  ;  he  knows  enough  for 
the  ordinary  needs  of  the  G.  P.  :  the  school- 
master lays  aside  liis  books  ;  scholarship  and 
science  interest  him  no  longer  ;  he  has  learned 
enough  to  teach  his  boys :  the  curate  makes 
no  farther  research  into  the  history  and 
foundations  of  his  church  ;  he  has  learned 
enough.  In  a  word,  the  average  young  man 
is  without  ambition  ;  he  is  inclined  to  be  lazy; 
he  loves  the  present  far  more  than  the  future 
— indeed,  all  his  elders  unite  in  letting  him 
know  that  liis  own  is  quite  the  most  enviable 
time  of  life ;  he  likes  to  enjoy  whatever  he 
can  afford,  so  that  he  very  often  eats  up  all 
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his  wages :  he  does  not  read  too  much :  he 
does  not  think  too  much  :  he  does  not  vex 
his  soul  too  much  with  the  problems  of  life — 
greater  problems  or  lesser  problems  —  he 
accepts  the  teaching  of  his  newspaper,  and 
ao"rees  with  the  words  and  the  wisdom  of 
yesterday's  leading  article :  he  accepts  reli- 
gion, politics,  morals,  social  systems,  consti- 
tutions, things  present,  past,  and  future,  as  if 
— which  is  perfectly  true — he  had  nothing  to 
do  with  them,  and  could  not  help  it  whatever 
was  to  happen.  He  never  wants  to  alter 
anything  ;  he  believes  that  all  British  insti- 
tutions are  built  on  the  solid  rock  and 
fashioned  out  of  the  hardest  granite :  any 
exceptions  to  this  rule,  he  thinks,  have  come 
straight  down  from  Heaven. 

Observe,  if  you  please,  that  this  kind  of 
young  man  confers  the  greatest  possible 
benefits  upon  the  country.  He  ought  to  be 
made  a  Baronet  at  least,  if  honours  meant 
anything.  His  apparent  sluggishness  keeps 
us  from  the  constant  changes  which  trouble 
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some  nations :  his  apparent  lack  of  ambition 
makes  it  easy  for  the  restless  spirits  to  rise : 
were  the  country  full  of  aspiring  young  men 
we  should  be  for  ever  having  civil  wars, 
revolutions,  social  upsydowns,  new  experi- 
ments, new  religions,  new  governments,  new 
divisions  of  property,  every  year.  Again,  it 
is  this  young  man  who  by  his  steady  attention 
to  business,  his  readiness  to  work  as  much  as 
is  wanted,  but  no  more ;  his  disregard  of 
theories  and  speculations,  his  tenacity ;  his 
honesty,  his  loyalty,  his  courage,  and  his 
stout  heart,  has  built  up  the  British  name  so 
that  there  has  never  been  any  name  like  unto 
it,  nor  ever  will  be  again,  for  these  solid  and 
substantial  virtues. 

Being,  then,  just  a  young  man  of  the  time, 
George  Austin  was  naturally  like  most  young 
men  in  dress,  in  appearance,  in  language,  and 
in  manners.  And  had  it  not  been  for  the 
strange  experience  which  he  was  to  undergo, 
he  would  have  remained  to  this  day  just  like 
other  young  men.     He   was  better  looking 
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than  most,  having  a  good  figure,  a  well- 
shaped  head,  and  regular  features,  with  eyes 
rather  fuller  of  possibilities  than  falls  to  the 
lot  of  most  young  men.  In  short,  a  good- 
looking  fellow,  showing  a  capability  for  some- 
thing or  other  in  his  firm  mouth,  ample 
cheek,  strong  chin,  and  resolute  carriage. 
He  would  have  made  a  fine  soldier ;  but 
perhaps  an  unsuccessful  general,  for  want  of 
that  quahty  which  in  poets  is  called  genius. 
In  the  same  way  he  would  in  a  lower  walk  keep 
a  business  together,  but  would  fail  to  achieve 
a  great  fortune  for  lack  of  the  same  quality. 
As  for  his  age,  he  was  seven-and-twenty. 

*  Always  like  this,'  the  girl  went  on. 
'  Always  floating  down  the  stream  under  a 
summer  sky.  Always  sweet  looks  and  love 
and  youth.  It  seems  as  if  we  could  never  be 
unhappy,  never  be  worried,  never  want 
anything,  on  such  an  evening  as  this.'  She 
turned  and  looked  up  the  stream,  on  which 
lay  the  glory  of  the  sinking  sun — she  sighed. 
'  It  is  good  to  come  out  on  such  an  evening 
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only  to  have  a  brief  dream  of  what  might  be. 
When  will  the  world  give  up  their  foolish 
quarrels,  and  join  together  to  make  the  lives 
of  all  happy  ?  ' 

They  had  been  talking,  among  other 
things,  of  socialism,  all  out  of  yesterday's 
leading  article. 

'  When,'  George  replied,  '  there  is  enough 
of  sood  things  to  go  round  :  when  we  invent 
a  way  to  make  all  men  ready  to  do  their  share 
as  well  as  to  devour  it :  when  we  find  out 
how  to  make  everybody  contented  with  his 
share.' 

Elsie  shook  her  head,  which  was  filled  with 
vague  ideas — the  ideas  of  a  restless  and  a 
doubting  time.  Then  she  went  back  to  her 
original  proposition.  '  Always  like  this, 
George — and  never  to  get  tired  of  it.  Time 
to  stand  still — nothing  to  change:  never  to 
get  tired  of  it :  never  to  want  anything  else. 
That  is  Heaven,  I  suppose.' 

'  We  are  on  earth,  Elsie,'  said  her  lover 
'And  on  earth  everything  changes.      If  we 
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were  to  go  on  drifting  down  the  stream,  we 
should  get  into  trouble  over  the  weir.  To 
capsize  would  be  a  pretty  interruption  to  your 
Heaven,  wouldn't  it  ?  And  the  sun  will  soon 
be  setting  and  the  river  will  get  misty  ;  and  the 
banks  will  grow  ugly.  But  the  chief  thing  is 
that  we  shall  both  grow  old.  And  there  is 
such  a  lot  that  we  have  got  to  do  before  we 
grow  old.' 

'  Everything  has  to  be  done,'  said  Elsie. 
'  I  suppose  we  have  done  nothing  yet.' 

'  We  have  got  to  get  married  for  the  first 
thing,  before  we  grow  old.' 

'  Couldn't  you  love  an  old  woman, 
George  ? ' 

'Not  so  well,  Elsie,'  her  lover  repHed, 
truthfully.  '  At  least,  I  think  not. — And  oh  ! 
Elsie,  whenever  I  do  think  of  the  future,  my 
heart  goes  down  into  my  boots.  For  the 
prospect  grows  darker  and  darker.' 

Elsie  sighed.  Slie  knew,  already,  too  well, 
what  was  in  his  mind.  Plenty  of  girls,  in  these 
days,  know  the  familiar  tale, 
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'  Darker  every  day,'  he  repeated.  '  They 
keep  on  crowding  into  the  profession  by  multi- 
tudes, as  if  there  was  room  for  any  number. 
They  don't  understand  that  what  with  the 
decay  of  the  landed  interest  and  of  the  country 
towns,  and  the  cutting  down  of  the  costs,  and 
the  work  that  goes  to  accountants,  there  isn't 
half  the  business  to  do  that  there  was.  There 
don't  seem  any  partnerships  to  be  had  for  love 
or  money,  because  the  few  people  who  have 
got  a  good  thing  have  got  no  more  than 
enough  for  themselves.  It  is  no  use  for  the 
young  fellows  to  start  by  themselves  ;  so  they 
have  got  to  take  whatever  they  can  get,  and 
they  are  glad  to  get  even  a  hundred  a  year 
to  begin  with — and  I  am  seven-and-twenty, 
Elsie,  and  I'm  drawing  two  hundred  pounds  a 
year.' 

'  Patience,  George  ;  something  will  turn  up. 
You  will  find  a  partnership  somewhere.' 

'  My  child,  you  might  as  well  tell  Robinson 
Crusoe  that  a  boiled  leg  of  mutton  with  caper 
sauce  was  going  to  turn  up  on  his  desert  island. 


UP  THE  RIVER  79 

Wc  must  not  hope  for  the  impossible.  I  ought 
to  be  grateful,  I  suppose,  considering  what 
other  men  are  doing.  I  am  planted  in  a  good 
solid  House.  It  won't  run  awav,  so  long  as 
the  old  man  lives.' 

'  And  after  that  ?  ' 

'  Well,  Mr.  Dering  is  seventy-five.  But  he 
will  not  die  yet,  not  for  a  long  time  to  come. 
He  is  made  of  granite :  he  is  never  ill :  he 
never  takes  a  holiday :  he  works  harder  than 
any  of  his  people  ;  and  he  keeps  longer  hours. 
To  be  sure,  if  he  were  to  die  without  taking  a 
partner — well — in  that  case,  there  would  be 
an  end  of  everything,  I  suppose. — Elsie,  here's 
the  position.'  She  knew  it  already,  too  well 
— but  it  pleased  them  both  to  parade  the  facts 
as  if  they  were  something  quite  novel.  '  Let 
us  face  it ' — they  were  always  facing  it.  '  I 
am  Managing  Clerk  to  Dering  &  Son — I  get 
two  hundred  pounds  a  year — I  have  no  pro- 
spect of  anything  better.  I  am  bound  all  my 
life  to  be  a  servant.  Elsie,  it  is  not  a  brilliant 
prospect :  I  found  out  at  school  that  it  was 
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best  not  to  be  too  ambitious.  But — a  servant 
all  my  life — I  confess  that  did  not  enter  into 
my  head.  If  I  knew  any  other  trade,  I  would 
cut  the  whole  business.  If  there  was  any 
mortal  thing  in  the  whole  world  by  which  I 
could  keep  myself,  I  would  try  it.  But  there's 
nothing.  I  have  but  one  trade.  I  can't  write 
novels,  or  leading  articles  ;  I  can't  play  on 
any  instrument ;  I  can't  paint  or  act  or  sing 
or  anything — I  am  only  a  solicitor — that's  all. 
Only  a  solicitor  who  can't  get  on — a  clerk, 
Elsie.  No  wonder  her  ladyship  turns  up  her 
nose — a  clerk.'  He  leaned  his  chin  upon  his 
hands  and  laughed  the  conventional  laugh  of 
the  young  man  down  on  his  luck. 

'Poor  George!'  she  sighed.  In  such  a 
case  there  are  only  two  words  of  consolation. 
One  may  say  '  Poor  George  ! '  or  one  may  say 
'  Patience ! '  There  is  nothing  else  to  say. 
Elsie  first  tried  one  method  and  then  the  other, 
as  a  doctor  tries  first  one  remedy  and  then 
anotlier  when  Nature  sulks  and  refuses  to  get 
well. 
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*  And,'  he  went  on,  piling  up  the  misery, 
'  I  am  in  love  with  the  sweetest  girl  -  in  the 
whole  world — and  she  is  in  love  with  me  ! ' 

'  Poor  George  I '  she  repeated  with  a  smile. 
'  That  is  indeed  a  dreadful  misfortune.' 

'  I  am  wasting  your  youth,  Elsie,  as  well  as 
my  own.' 

'  If  it  is  wasted  for  your  sake,  George,  it  is 
well  spent.     Some  day,  perhaps ' 

'No — no — not  some  day — immediately — 
at  once.'  The  young  man  changed  colour  and 
his  eyes  sparkled.  It  was  not  the  first  time 
that  he  had  advanced  this  revolutionary  pro- 
posal.    '  Let  prudence  go  to  the ' 

'  Not  there,  George — oh  I  not  there.  To 
the  winds,  perhaps,  or  to  that  famous  city  of 
Palestine.  But  not  there.  Why,  we  might 
never  get  her  back  again — poor  Prudence ! 
And  we  shall  be  sure  to  want  her  all  our  Hves 
■ — very  badly.  We  will,  if  you  please,  ask  her 
to  go  for  a  short  voyage  for  the  benefit  of  her 
health.  We  will  give  her  six  months'  leave 
of  absence :  but  we  shall  want  her  services 
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again  after  lier  holiday — if  you  tliink  we  can 
do  without  her  for  so  long.' 

'  For  a  whole  twelvemonth,  Elsie.  Let  us 
brave  everything,  get  married  at  once,  live 
in  a  garret,  and  have  a  splendid  time — for 
a  whole  twelvemonth — on  my  two  hundred 
pounds.' 

'  And  am  I  to  give  up  my  painting  ?  ' 

'  Well,  dear,  you  know  you  have  not  yet 
had  a  commission  from  anybody.' 

'How  can  you  say  so,  George?  I  have 
painted  you — and  my  sister — and  my  mother 
• — and  your  sisters.  I  am  sure  that  no  studio 
even  of  an  E.A.  could  make  a  braver  show  of 
work.  Well — I  will  give  it  up — until  Prudence 
returns.  Is  it  to  be  a  garret?  A  real  garret, 
with  sloping  walls,  where  you  can  only  stand 
upright  in  the  middle  ?  ' 

'  We  call  it  a  garret.  It  will  take  the 
form,  I  suppose,  of  a  tiny  house  in  a  cheap 
quarter.  It  will  have  six  rooms,  a  garden 
in  front  and  a  garden^ behind.  The  rent  will 
be  thirty  pounds.     For  a  whole  twelvemonth 
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it  will  be  a  real  slice  of  Eden,  Elsie,  and  you 
shall  be  Eve.' 

Elsie  laughed.  '  It  will  be  great  fun. 
We  will  make  the  Eden  last  longer  than  a 
twelvemonth.  I  daresay  I  shall  like  it.  Of 
course  I  shall  have  to  do  everything  for 
myself.  To  clean  the  doorstep  will  be  equi- 
valent to  taking  exercise  in  the  fresh  air :  to 
sweep  the  floors  will  be  a  kind  of  afternoon 
dance  or  a  game  of  lawn-tennis  :  to  wash  up 
the  cups  and  saucers  will  be  only  a  change  of 
amusement. — There  is  one  thing,  George — 
one  thing ' — she  became  very  serious — '  I 
suppose  you  never — did  you  ever  witness 
the  scouring  of  a  frying-pan?  I  don't  think 
I  could  do  that.  And  did  you  ever  see  beef- 
steaks before  they  are  cooked  ?  They  sug- 
gest the  animal  in  the  most  terrible  way. 
I  don't  really  think  I  could  handle  those 
bleeding  lumps.' 

*  You  shan't  touch  a  frying-pan,  and  we 
will  have  nothing  roasted  or  fried.  We  will 
live  on  cold  Australian  beef  eaten  out  of  its 
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native  tin :  tlie  potatoes  shall  be  boiled  in 
their  skins.  And  perhaps — I  don't  know — 
with  two  hundred  pounds  a  year  we  could 
afford  a  servant — a  very  little  one — just  a  girl 
warranted  not  to  eat  too  much.' 

'  What  shall  we  do  when  our  clothes  are 
worn  outH' 

'The  little  maid  will  make  some  more 
for  you,  I  suppose.  We  certainly  shall  not 
be  able  to  buy  new  things — not  nice  things, 
that  is — ^and  you  must  have  nice  things, 
mustn't  you  ? ' 

'  I  do  like  things  to  be  nice,'  she  replied, 
smoothing  her  dainty  skirts  with  her  dainty 
hand.  '  George,  where  shall  we  find  this 
house — formerly  Eve's  own  country  villa 
before  she  —  resigned  her  tenancy,  you 
know  ?  ' 

'  There  are  places  in  London  where  whole 
streets  are  filled  with  families  living  on  a 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year.  Checkley 
— the  chief's  private  clerk — lives  in  such  a 
place  :  he  told  me  so  himself.     He  says  there 


UP    THE  RIVER  «5 

is  nobody  in  his  parish  who  has  got  a  bigger 
income  than  himself:  he's  a  httle  kinof  amonj? 
them  because  he  gets  four  hundred  pounds  a 
year,  besides  what  he  has  saved — which  is 
enormous  piles.  Elsie,  my  dear,  we  must 
give  up  our  present  surroundings,  and  take 
up  with  gentility  in  its  cheapest  form.' 

'  Can  we  not  go  on  living  among  our  own 
friends  ? ' 

George  shook  his  head  wisely.  '  Im- 
possible. Friendship  means  equahty  of 
income.  You  can't  live  with  people  unless 
you  do  as  they  do.  People  of  the  same 
means  naturally  live  together.  Next  door  to 
Lady  Dering  is  another  ricli  Madam,  not  a 
clerk's  wife.  For  my  own  part  I  shall  sell 
my  dress  clothes  for  what  they  will  fetch — 
you  can  exchange  your  evening  things  for 
morning  things.  That  won't  matter  much. 
Who  cares  where  we  live,  or  how  we  live,  so 
that  we  live  together  ?  What  do  you  say, 
Elsie  dear  ? ' 

'  The  frarret  I  don't  mind — nor  tlie  door- 
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steps — and  since  you  see  your  way  out  of  the 
difficulty  of  the  frying-pan ' 

'  You  will  be  of  age  next  week,  when  you 
can  please  yourself.' 

'  Hilda  gives  me  no  peace  nor  rest.  She 
says  that  there  can  be  no  happiness  without 
money.  She  has  persuaded  my  mother  that 
I  am  going  to  certain  starvation.  She  promises 
the  most  splendid  establishment  if  I  will  only 
be  guided  by  her.' 

'  And  marry  a  man  fifty  years  older  than 
yourself  with  one  foot  already  well  in ' 

'  She  says  she  has  always  been  perfectly 
happy. — Well,  George,  you  know  all  that. 
Next  Wednesday,  which  is  my  birthday,  I  am 
to  have  a  grand  talk  with  my  guardian.  My 
mother  hopes  that  he  will  bring  me  to  my 
senses.  Hilda  says  that  she  trusts  entirely  to 
Mr.  Dering's  good  sense.  I  shall  arm  myself 
with  all  my  obstinacy.  Perhaps,  George — 
who  knows? — I  may  persuade  him  to  advance 
your  salary.' 

'No,   Elsie.      Not   even  you  would   per- 
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suade  Mr.  Dering  to  give  a  managing  clerk 
more  than  two  hundred  pounds  a  year.  But 
arm  yourself  with  all  you  have  got — don't 
forget  any  piece  of  that  armour,  child.  The 
breastplate — there  was  a  poor  damsel  once 
who  forgot  that  and  was  caught  by  an  appeal 
to  her  heart — nor  the  helmet — another  poor 
damsel  was  once  caught  by  an  appeal  to  her 
reason  after  forgetting  the  helmet.  The  shield, 
of  course,  you  will  not  forget — and  for 
weapons,  my  dear,  take  your  sweet  eyes  and 
your  lovely  face  and  your  winning  voice — and 
I  swear  that  you  will  subdue  even  Mr.  Dering 
himself — that  hardened  old  parchment.' 

This  was  the  kind  of  talk  which  these 
lovers  held  together  whenever  they  met. 
George  was  poor — the  son  of  a  clergyman, 
whose  power  of  advancing  him  ceased  when 
he  had  paid  the  fees  for  admission.  He  was 
only  a  clerk,  and  he  saw  no  chance  of  being 
anything  else  but  a  clerk.  Elsie  could  bring 
nothing  to  the  family  nest,  unless  her  mother 
made  her  an  allowance.      Of  this  there  could 
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be  no  hope.  The  engagement  was  considered 
deplorable :  marriage,  under  the  circumstances, 
simple  madness.  And  Hilda  had  done  so  well 
for  herself,  and  could  do  so  much  for  a  sister 
so  pretty,  so  bright  as  Elsie !  Oh  !  she  was 
throwing  away  all  her  chances.  Did  one 
ever  hear  of  anything  so  lamentable  ?  No 
regard  for  the  family :  no  ambition  :  no  sense 
of  what  a  girl  owes  to  herself :  no  recognition 
nor  gratitude  for  the  gift  of  good  looks — as 
if  beauty  was  given  for  the  mere  purpose  of 
pleasing  a  penniless  lover !  And  to  go  and 
throw  herself  away  upon  a  twopenny  lawyer's 
clerk  ! 

'George,'  she  said  seriously,  'I  have 
thought  it  all  out.  If  you  really  mean  it — 
if  you  really  can  face  poverty — mind — it  is 
harder — much — for  a  man  than  a  woman ' 

'  I  can  face  everything — with  you,  Elsie,' 
replied  the  lover.  Would  he  have  been  a 
lover  worth  having  if  he  had  not  made  that 
answer  ?  And,  indeed,  he  meant  it,  as  every 
lover  should. 
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'  Then — George — what  in  the  whole  world 
is  there  for  me  unless  I  can  make  my  dear  boy 
happy?  I  will  marry  you  as  soon  as  you 
please,  rich  or  poor,  for  better  for  worse — 
whatever  they  may  say  at  home. — Will  that 
do  for  you,  George  ? ' 

Since  man  is  so  constituted  that  his  liappi- 
ness  wholly  depends  upon  the  devotion  of  a 
woman,  I  believe  that  no  dear  boy  ever  had 
a  better  chance  of  happiness  than  George 
Austin — only  a  managing  clerk — with  his 
Elsie.  And  so  this  history  begins  where  many 
end,  with  an  engagement. 
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CHAPTER  II 

IN   THE    OFFICE 

*  I'll  take  in  your  ladyship's  name.  There  is 
no  one  Avith  him  at  this  moment. — Oh  yes, 
my  lady,'  Checkley  smiled  superior.  '  We 
are  always  busy.  We  have  been  busy  in  this 
office  for  fifty  years  and  more. — But  I  am 
sure  he'll  see  you.  Take  a  chair,  my  lady. 
Allow  me.' 

Checkley,  the  old  clerk,  had  other  and 
younger  clerks  with  him  ;  but  he  kept  in  liis 
own  hands  the  duty,  or  the  privilege,  of  going 
to  the  private  room  of  the  chief.  He  was 
sixty-seven  when  last  we  saw  him.  There- 
fore, he  was  now  seventy-five  ;  a  little  more 
bent  in  the  shoulders,  a  little  more  feeble  ; 
otherwise  unaltered.    In  age  we  either  shrivel 
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or  we  swell.  Those  live  the  longest  who 
shrivel ;  and  those  who  shrivel  presently 
reach  a  point  when  they  cease  to  shrink  any 
more  till  they  reach  the  ninetieth  year. 
Checkley  was  bowed  and  bent  and  lean :  his 
face  was  lined  multitudinously :  his  cheeks 
were  shrunken  :  but  not  more  so  than  eight 
years  before.  He  wrote  down  the  name  of 
the  caller — Lady  Dering — on  a  square  piece 
of  paper,  and  opened  the  door  with  an  affec- 
tation of  extreme  care  not  to  disturb  the 
chiefs  nerves  by  a  sharp  turn  of  the  handle, 
stepped  in  as  if  it  was  most  important  that  no 
one  should  be  able  to  peep  into  the  room,  and 
closed  the  door  softly  behind  him.  Immedi- 
ately he  reappeared,  and  held  the  door  wide 
open,  inviting  the  lady  to  step  in.  She  was 
young  ;  of  good  stature  and  figure,  extremely 
handsome  in  face ;  of  what  is  called  the 
classical  type,  and  very  richly  dressed.  Her 
carriage  might  have  been  seen,  on  looking 
out  of  the  window,  waiting  in  the  square. 
'  Lady  Dering,  sir,'  said  Clieckley.     Then 
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he  swiftly  vanished,  closing  the  door  softly 
behind  him. 

'  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Hilda.'  The  old 
lawyer  rose,  tall  and  commanding,  and 
bowed,  offering  his  hand  with  a  stately  and 
old-fashioned  courtesy  which  made  ladies 
condone  his  unmarried  condition.  '  Why 
have  you  called  this  morning  ?  You  are  not 
come  on  any  business,  I  trust.  Business  with 
ladies  who  have  wealthy  husbands  generally 
means  trouble  of  some  kind.  You  are  not, 
for  instance,  in  debt  with  your  dressmaker  ? ' 

'No — no.  Sir  Samuel  does  not  allow  of 
any  difficulties  or  awkwardness  of  that  kind. 
It  is  not  about  myself  that  I  am  here,  but 
about  my  sister,  Elsie.' 

'  Yes  ?  What  about  her  ?  Sit  down,  and 
let  me  hear.' 

'  Well,  you  know,  Elsie  has  always  been  a 
trouble  to  us  on  account  of  her  headstrong 
and  wilful  ways.  She  will  not  look  on  things 
from  a  reasonable  point  of  view.  You  know 
that  my  mother  is  not  rich,  as  I  have  learnt 


IN   THE   OFFICE  93 

to  consider  rich,  though  of  course  she  has 
enough  for  a  simple  life  and  a  man-servant 
and  a  one-horse  brougham.  Do  you  know,' 
she  added  pensively,  '  I  have  often  found  it 
difficult  not  to  repine  at  a  Providence  which 
removed  a  father  when  he  was  beginning  so 
well,  and  actually  on  the  high-road  to  a  great 
fortune.' 

'  It  is  certainly  difficult  to  understand  the 
wisdom  of  these  disappointments  and  disasters. 
We  must  accept,  Hilda,  what  we  cannot 
escape  or  explain.' 

'  Yes — and  my  mother  had  nothing  but  a 
poor  thousand  a  year  ! — though  I  am  sure 
that  she  has  greatly  bettered  her  circum- 
stances by  her  transactions  in  the  City.  Well 
— I  have  done  all  I  can,  by  precept  and  by 
example,  to  turn  my  sister's  mind  into  the 
right  direction.  Mr.  Dering ' — by  long  habit 
Hilda  still  called  her  guardian,  now  her 
brother-in-law,  by  his  surname — '  you  would 
hardly  believe  the  folly  that  Elsie  talks  about 
money.' 
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'Perhaps  because  she  has  none.  Those 
who  have  no  property  do  not  understand  it. 
Young  people  do  not  know  what  it  means  or 
what  it  commands.  And  whether  they  have 
it  or  not,  young  people  do  not  know  what  the 
acquisition  of  property  means — the  industry, 
the  watchfulness,  the  carefulness,  the  self- 
denial.  So  Elsie  talks  folly  about  money — 
well,  well ' — he  smiled  indulgently — '  we  shall 
see.' 

'  It  is  not  only  that  she  talks,  but  she  acts. 
Mr.  Dering,  we  are  in  despair  about  her. 
You  know  the  Kodings  ? ' 

'  Eoding  Brothers  ?  Everybody  knows 
Eoding  Brothers.' 

'  Algy  Roding,  the  eldest  son  of  the  senior 
partner — enormously  rich — is  gone — quite 
gone — foolish  about  Elsie.  He  has  been  at 
me  a  dozen  times  about  her.  He  has  called 
at  the  house  to  see  her.  He  cares  nothing  at 
all  about  her  having  no  money.  She  refuses 
even  to  hear  his  name  mentioned.  Between 
ourselves,  he  has  not  been,  I  believe,  a  very 
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steady  young  man  ;  but  of  course  lie  would 
settle  down  ;  we  could  entirely  trust  to  a 
wife's  influence  in  that  respect :  the  past 
could  easily  be  forgotten — in  fact,  Elsie  need 
never  know  it :  and  the  position  would  be 
splendid.  Even  mine  would  not  compare 
with  it.' 

'  Why  does  she  object  to  the  man  ? ' 

'  Says  he  is  an  ugly  little  snob.  There  is 
a  becoming  spirit  for  a  girl  to  receive  so  rich 
a  lover !  But  that  is  not  all.  She  might 
have  him  if  slie  chose,  snob  or  not,  but  she 
prefers  one  of  your  clerks — actually,  Mr. 
Dering,  one  of  your  clerks.' 

'I  have  learned  something  of  this  from 
your  mother.  She  is  engaged,  I  am  told,  to 
young  Austin,  one  of  my  managing  clerks.' 

'  Whose  income  is  two  hundred  pounds  a 
year.  Oh  !  think  of  it !  She  refuses  a  man 
with  ten  thousand  a  year  at  the  very  least, 
and  wants  to  marry  a  man  with  two 
hundred.' 

'  I  suppose  they  do  not  propose  to  marry 
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on  this — this   pittance — this  two  hundred  a 
year  ? ' 

*  They  are  engaged  :  she  refuses  to  break 
it  oflf:  he  has  no  money  to  buy  a  partnership: 
he  must  therefore  continue  a  clerk  on  two 
hundred.' 

*  Managing  clerks  get  more,  sometimes ; 
but,  to  be  sure,  the  position  is  not  good,  and 
the  income  must  always  be  small.' 

'  My  mother  will  not  allow  the  man  in  the 
house :  Elsie  goes  out  to  meet  him  :  oh,  it  is 
most  irregular.  I  should  be  ashamed  for  Sir 
Samuel  to  know  it.  She  actually  goes  out  of 
the  house  every  evening,  and  they  walk  about 
the  square  garden  or  in  the  Park  till  dark. 
It  is  exactly  like  a  housemaid  going  out  to 
meet  her  young  man.' 

'  It  does  seem  an  unusual  course ;  but  I 
am  no  j  udge  of  what  is  becoming  to  a  young 
lady.' 

'Well — she  needn't  go  on  hke  a  house- 
maid,' said  her  sister.  '  Of  course  the  position 
of  things   at  home  is  strained,  and  I  don't 
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know  what  may  liappen  at  any  moment. 
Elsie  says  that  she  shall  be  twenty- one  next 
week,  and  that  she  means  to  act  on  her  own 
judgment.  She  even  talks  of  setting  up  a 
studio  somewhere  and  painting  portraits  for 
money.  That  is  a  pleasant  thing  for  me  to 
contemplate.  My  own  sister  earning  her  own 
living  by  painting  ! ' 

'  How  do  you  think  I  can  interfere  in  the 
matter?  Lovers'  quarrels  or  lovers'  diffi- 
culties are  not  made  or  settled  in  this 
room.' 

'  Mr.  Bering,  there  is  no  one  in  the  world 
of  whom  she  is  afraid,  except  yourself.  There 
is  no  one  of  whose  opinion  she  thinks  so 
much.  Will  you  see  her  ?  Will  you  talk 
with  her  ?     Will  you  admonish  her  ? ' 

'  Why,  Hilda,  it  so  happens  that  I  have 
already  invited  her  to  call  upon  mc  on  her 
birthday,  when  she  ceases  to  be  my  ward.  I 
will  talk  to  her  if  you  please.  Perhaps  you 
may  be  satisfied  with  the  result  of  my  conver- 
sation.' 

VOL.    I.  H 
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'  I  sliall — I  am  sure  I  shall.' 

'Let  me  understand.  You  desire  that 
your  sister  shall  marry  a  man  who,  if  he  is 
not  already  rich,  should  be  at  least  on  the 
high  road  to  wealth.  You  cannot  force  her 
to  accept  even  the  richest  young  man  in 
London  unless  she  likes  him,  can  you  ?  ' 

'  No.  Certainly  not.  And  we  can  hardly 
expect  her  to  marry,  as  I  did  myself,  a  man 
whose  wealth  is  already  established.  Unless 
she  would  take  Algy  Koding.' 

'  Very  good.  But  he  must  have  a  certain 
income,  so  as  to  ensure  the  means  of  an  estab- 
lishment conducted  at  a  certain  level.' 

'  Yes.  She  need  not  live  in  Palace 
Gardens,  but  she  ought  to  be  able  to  live — ■ 
say  in  Pembridge  Square.' 

'  Quite  so.  I  suppose,  with  an  income  of 
fifteen  hundred  or  so  to  begin  with.  If  I 
make  her  understand  so  much,  you  will  be 
satisfied  ? ' 

'  Perfectly. — My  dear  Mr.  Bering,  I  really 
believe  you  have  got  the  very  young  man  up 
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your  sleeve.  But  how  will  you  persuade  her 
to  give  up  the  present  intruder  ?  ' 

'  I  promise  nothing,  Hilda — I  promise  no- 
thing.    I  will  do  my  best,  however.' 

Hilda  rose  and  swept  back  her  dress. 

'I  feel  an  immense  sense  of  relief,'  she 
said.  '  The  dear  child's  happiness  is  all  I 
desire.  Perhaps  if  you  were  to  dismiss  the 
young  man  immediatel}^,  with  ignominy,  and 
were  to  refuse  him  a  written  character  on  the 
ground  of  trying  to  win  the  affections  of  a  girl 
infinitely  above  him  in  station,  it  might  pro- 
duce a  good  effect  on  Elsie — showing  what 
you  think  of  it — as  well  as  an  excellent  lesson 
for  himself  and  his  friends.  There  is  no 
romance  about  a  cast-off  clerk.  Will  you 
think  of  this,  Mr.  Bering  ?  The  mere  threat 
of  such  a  thing  might  make  him  ready 
to  give  her  up  ;  and  it  might  make  her 
inclined  for  his  own  sake  to  send  him  about 
his  business.' 

'I  will  think  of  it,  Hilda. — By  the  way, 
will    you    and  my  brother  dine  with  me  on 

K  2 
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Monday,  unless  you  are  engaged?  We  can 
talk  over  this  little  affair  then  at  leisure.' 

'  With  pleasure.  We  are  only  engaged 
for  the  evening.  Now  I  won't  keep  you  any 
longer. — Good-bye.' 

She  walked  away,  smihng  graciously  on 
the  clerks  in  the  outer  office,  and  descended 
the  stairs  to  the  carriage,  which  waited 
below. 

Mr.  Dering  returned  to  his  papers.  He 
was  not  changed  in  the  eight  years  since  the 
stormy  interview  with  this  young  lady's 
brother :  his  small  whiskers  were  a  little 
whiter :  his  iron-gray  hair  was  unchanged ; 
his  lips  were  as  firm  and  his  nostrils  as  sharp, 
his  eyes  as  keen  as  then. 

The  room  looked  out  pleasantly  upon  the 
garden  of  New  Square,  where  the  sunshine  lay 
warm  upon  the  trees  witli  their  early  summer 
leaves.  Sunshine  or  rain,  all  the  year  round, 
the  solicitor  sat  in  his  high-backed  cliair 
before  his  great  table.  He  sat  there  this 
morning    working  steadily  until  he  had  got 
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throu£]fli  what  he  was  about.  Then  he  looked 
at  his  watch.  It  was  past  two  o'clock.  He 
touched  a  bell  on  the  table,  and  his  old  clerk 
came  in. 

Though  he  was  the  same  age  as  his  master, 
Checkley  looked  a  great  deal  older.  He  was 
bald,  save  for  a  small  white  patch  over  each 
ear;  he  was  bent,  and  his  hands  trembled. 
His  expression  was  sharp,  foxy,  and  suspici- 
ous. He  stood  in  the  unmistakable  attitude 
of  a  servant,  hands  hanging  in  readiness,  head 
a  little  bent. 

'  The  clerks  are  all  gone,  I  suppose  .^ '  said 
Mr.  Bering. 

'  All  gone.  All  they  think  about  when 
they  come  in  the  morning  is  how  soon  tliey 
will  get  away.  As  for  any  pride  in  their  work, 
they  haven't  got  it.' 

'  Let  them  go. — Checkle}^  I  have  wanted 
to  speak  to  you  for  some  time.' 

'  Anything  the  matter  ? '  The  old  clerk 
spoke  with  the  familiarity  of  long  service 
which  permits  the  expression  of  opinions. 
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'  The  time  has  come,  Checkley,  when  we 
must  make  a  change.' 

'  A  change  ?  Why — I  do  my  work  as 
well  as  ever  I  did — better  than  any  of  the 
younger  men.     A  change  ?  ' 

*  The  change  will  not  affect  you.' 

'It  must  be  for  you  then.  Surely  you're 
never  going  to  retire  ! ' 

'  No — I  mean  to  hold  on  as  long  as  I  can. 
That  will  only  be  for  a  year  or  two  at  most. 
I  am  seventy-five,  Checkley.' 

'What  of  that?  So  am  I.  You  don't 
find  me  grumbling  about  my  work,  do  you  ? 
Besides,  you  eat  hearty.    Your  health  is  good.' 

'  Yes,  my  health  is  good.  But  I  am 
troubled  of  late,  Checkley — I  am  troubled 
about  my  memory.' 

'  So  is  many  a  younger  man,'  returned  the 
clerk  stoutly. 

'  Sometimes  I  cannot  remember  in  tlie 
morning  what  I  was  doing  the  evening  before.' 

'  That's  nothing.     Nothing  at  all.' 

'  Yesterday,  I  looked  at   my  watch,  and 
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found  that  I  had  been  unconscious  for  three 
hours.' 

'  You  were  asleep.  I  came  in  and  saw 
you  sound  asleep.'  It  was  not  true,  but  the 
clerk's  intentions  were  good. 

'  To  go  asleep  in  the  morning  argues  a 
certain  decay  of  strength.  Yet  I  believe  that 
I  get  through  the  work  as  well  as  ever.  The 
clients  do  not  drop  off,  Checkley.  There  are 
no  signs  of  mistrust — eh  ?  No  suspicion  of 
failing  powers  ? ' 

'  They  think  more  of  you  than  ever.' 

'  I  believe  they  do,  Checkley.' 

'  Everybody  says  you  are  the  top  of  the 
profession.' 

*  I  beheve  I  am,  Checkley — I  beheve  I  am. 
Certainly,  I  am  the  oldest.  Nevertheless, 
seventy-live  is  a  great  age  to  be  continuing 
work.     Things  can't  last  much  longer.' 

'  Some  men  go  on  to  eighty,  and  even 
ninety.' 

*  A  few — a  few  only.'  The  lawyer  sighed. 
'  One  may  hope,  but  must  not  build  upon  the 
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chance  of  such  merciful  prolongation.  The 
older  I  grow,  Checkley,  the  more  I  enjoy  life, 
especially  the  only  thing  that  has  ever  made 
life  happy  for  me — this  work.  I  cling  to  it ' 
— he  spread  his  hands  over  the  papers — 'I 
cling  to  it.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  leaving 
it.' 

'  That — and  your  savings,'  echoed  the 
clerk. 

'  It  seems  as  if  I  should  be  content  to  go 
on  for  a  hundred  years  more  at  the  work  of 
which  I  am  never  tired.  And  I  must  leave 
it  before  long — in  a  year — two  years — who 
knows  ?  Life  is  miserably  short — one  has  no 
time  for  half  the  things  one  would  hke  to  do. 
Well ' — he  heaved  a  deep  sigh — '  let  us  work 
while  we  can.  However,  it  is  better  to  climb 
down  than  to  be  pulled  down  or  shot  down. 
I  am  going  to  make  preparations,  Checkley, 
for  the  end.' 

'What  preparations?  You're  not  going 
to  send  for  the  minister,  are  you  ?  ' 

'  No.     Not  that  kind  of  preparation.     Nor 
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for  the  doctor  either.  Nor  for  a  lawyer  to 
make  my  will.  All  those  things  are  duly  at- 
tended to.  I  have  resolved,  Checkley,  upon 
taking  a  partner.' 

'You?  Take  a  partner?  You?  At 
your  time  of  life  ? ' 

'  I  am  going  to  take  a  partner.  And  you 
are  the  first  person  who  has  been  told  of 
my  intention.  Keep  it  a  secret  for  the 
moment.' 

'  Take  a  partner  ?  Divide  your  beautiful 
income  by  two  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  Checkley.  I  am  going  to  give  a 
share  in  that  beautiful  income  to  a  young 
man.' 

'  What  can  a  partner  do  for  you  that  I 
can't  do  ?  Don't  I  know  the  whole  of  the 
office  work?  Is  there  any  partner  in  the 
world  who  can  draw  up  a  conveyance  better 
than  me  ? ' 

*You  are  very  useful,  Checkley,  as  you 
always  have  been.  But  you  are  not  a  partner, 
and  you  never  can  be.' 
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'  I  know  that  very  well.  But  what's  the 
good  of  a  partner  at  all  ? ' 

'  If  1  have  a  partner,  he  will  have  his 
own  room,  and  he  won't  interfere  with 
you.  There's  no  occasion  for  you  to  be 
jealous.' 

'  As  for  jealous — well — after  more  than 
sixty  years'  work  in  this  office,  it  would  seem 
hard  to  be  turned  out  by  some  new-comer. 
But  what  I  say  is — what  is  the  good  of  a 
partner  ? ' 

'  The  chief  good  is  that  the  House  will  be 
carried  on.  It  is  a  hundred  and  twenty  years 
old.  I  confess  I  do  not  like  the  thought  of  its 
coming  to  an  end  when  I  disappear.  That 
will  be  to  me  the  most  important  advantage 
to  be  gained  by  taking  a  partner.  The  next 
advantage  wiU  be  that  I  can  turn  over  to  him 
a  quantity  of  work.  And  thirdly,  he  will 
bring  young  blood  and  new  connections.  My 
mind  is  quite  made  up,  Checkley.  I  am  going 
to  take  a  partner.' 

'  Have  you  found  one  yet  ? ' 
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'  I  have.     But  I  am  not  going  to  tell  you 
who  he  is  till  the  right  time  comes.' 

Checkley  grumbled  inaudibly. 

'  If  I  had  been  less  busy,'  Mr.  Dering  went 
on,  '  I  might  have  married  and  had  sons  of 
my  own  to  put  into  the  House.  But  somehow, 
being  very  much  occupied  always,  and  never 
thinking  about  such  things,  I  let  the  time 
pass  by.  I  was  never,  even  as  a  young  man, 
greatly  attracted  to  love  or  to  young  women. 
Their  charms,  such  as  they  are,  seem  to 
me  to  depend  upon  nothing  but  a  single 
garment.' 

'  Take  away  their  frocks,'  said  Checkley, 
'  and  what  are  they  ?  All  alike — all  alike. 
I've  been  married  myself — women  are  expen- 
sive frauds.' 

'  Well — things  being  as  they  are,  Checkley, 
I  am  going  to  take  a  partner.' 

'  You'll  do  as  you  like,'  said  his  servant. 
'  Mark  my  words,  however ;  you've  get  ten 
years  more  of  work  in  you  yet — and  all 
through  these  ten  years  you'll  regret  having  a 
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partner.  Oat  of  every  hundred  pounds  his 
share  will  have  to  come.     Think  of  that ! ' 

'  It  is  eight  years,  I  remember,  Mr.  Dering 
went  on,  '  since  first  I  thought  of  taking  a 
partner.  Eight  years — and  for  much  the 
same  reason  as  now.  I  found  my  memory 
going.  There  were  gaps  in  it — days,  or  bits 
of  days,  which  I  could  not  recollect.  I  was 
greatly  terrified.  The  man  whom  I  first 
thought  of  for  a  partner  was  that  young 
Arundel,  now' 

'  Who  forged  your  name.  Lucky  you 
didn't  have  him.' 

'  Who  ran  away  in  a  rage  because  certain 
circumstances  seemed  to  connect  him  with  the 
crime.' 

'  Seemed  ?     Did  connect  him.' 

'Then  the  symptoms  disappeared.  Now 
they  have  returned,  as  I  told  you.  I  have 
always  regretted  the  loss  of  young  Arundel. 
He  was  clever  and  a  quick  worker.' 

'  He  was  a  forger,'  said  the  clerk  stoutly. 
— '  Is  there  anything  more  I  can  do  for  you  ? ' 
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'  Xotliing  ;  thank  you.' 

'Then  I'll  go.  On  Saturday  afternoon  I 
collect  my  little  rents.  Not  much — in  your 
way  of  thinking.  A  good  deal  to  me.  I 
hope  you'll  hke  your  partner  when  you  do 
get  him.  I  hope  I  shan't  live  to  see  him  the 
master  here  and  you  knuckling  under.  I  hope 
I  shan't  see  him  driving  away  the  clients.' 

'  I  hope  you  will  not  see  any  of  these  dis- 
tressing consequences,  Checkley. — Good -day.' 

The  old  clerk  went  away,  shutting  the  outer 
door  after  him.  Then  the  lawyer  was  the 
sole  occupant  of  the  rooms.  He  was  also  the 
sole  occupant  of  the  whole  house  and  perhaps 
of  the  whole  Square.     It  was  three  o'clock. 

He  sat  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  looking 
through  the  open  window  upon  the  trees  in 
the  Square  garden.  Presently  there  fell  upon 
his  face  a  curious  change.  It  was  as  if  the 
whole  of  the  intelligence  was  taken  out  of  it : 
his  eyes  gazed  steadily  into  space  with  no 
expression  whatever  in  them  :  the  lips  shghtly 
parted,   his   head   fell  back :    the   soul   and 
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spirit  of  the  man  had  gone  out  of  him,  leav- 
ing a  machine  which  breathed. 

The  watch  in  his  pocket  ticked  audibly : 
there  was  no  other  sound  in  the  room — the 
old  man  sat  quite  motionless. 

Four  o'clock  struck  from  the  Clock  Tower 
in  the  High  Court  of  Justice,  from  St. 
Clement's  Church,  from  Westminster,  from 
half-a-dozen  clocks  which  could  be  heard 
in  the  quiet  of  the  Saturday  afternoon.  But 
Mr.  Dering  heard  nothing. 

Still  he  sat  in  his  place  with  idle  hands, 
and  a  face  like  a  mask  for  lack  of  thought. 

The  clocks  struck  five. 

He  neither  moved  nor  spoke. 

The  clocks  struck  six — seven — ei^ht. 

The  shades  of  evening  began  to  gather  in 
the  corners  of  the  room  as  the  sun  sank  lower 
towards  his  setting.  At  twilight  in  the 
summer  there  is  never  anybody  to  fear — man, 
woman,  or  cat — in  the  chambers,  and  at  that 
hour  the  mice  come  out.  They  do  not  eat 
parchment  or  foolscap  or  red  tape,  but  they 
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eat  the  luncheon  crumbs.  Mr.  Checkley,  for 
instance,  always  brought  his  dinner  in  a 
paper  parcel  in  his  coat-tail  pocket,  and  ate  it 
when  so  disposed,  sprinkling  crumbs  lavisldy 
— the  only  lavishment  of  which  he  was  ever 
guilty — on  the  floor.  Junior  clerks  brought 
buns  and  biscuits,  or  even  apples,  which  they 
devoured  furtively.  Mr.  Dering  himself  took 
his  luncheon  in  his  own  room,  leaving 
crumbs.  There  was  plenty  for  a  small  colony 
of  mice.  They  came  out,  therefore,  as  usual ; 
they  stopped  at  sight  of  a  man,  an  unwonted 
man,  in  a  chair.  But  he  moved  not :  he  was 
asleep :  he  was  dead :  they  ran  without  fear 
all  about  the  rooms. 

It  was  past  nine,  when  the  chambers  were 
as  dark  as  at  this  season  of  the  year  they  ever 
are,  that  Mr.  Dering  returned  to  conscious- 
ness. 

lie  sat  up,  staring  about  him.  Tlie  room 
was  dark.  He  looked  at  his  watch.  Half- 
past  nine.  '  What  is  this  ? '  he  asked.  '  Have 
I  been  asleep  for  seven  hours  ?     Seven  hours  ? 
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I  was  not  asleep  when  Checkley  went  away. 
Why  did  I  fall  asleep?  I  feel  as  if  I  had 
been  somewhere — doing  something.  What? 
I  cannot  remember.  This  strange  sensation 
comes  oftener.  It  is  time  that  I  should  take 
a  partner  before  something  worse  happens. 
I  am  old — I  am  old.'  He  rose  and  walked 
across  the  room  erect  and  with  firm  step. 
'  I  am  old  and  worn  out  and  spent.  Time 
to  give  up  the  keys — old  and  spent.' 
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CHAPTER  III 

THE   SELECT   CIRCLE 

At  half-past  nine  on  this  Saturday  evening, 
tlie  parlour  of  the  Salutation  Inn,  High 
Holborn,  contained  most  of  its  customary 
visitors.  They  came  every  evening  at  eight : 
and  they  sat  till  eleven,  drinking  and  talking. 
In  former  days  every  tavern  of  repute  kept 
such  a  room  for  its  own  select  circle,  a  club, 
or  society,  of  habitues,  who  met  every 
evening,  for  a  pipe  and  a  cheerful  glass.  In 
this  way  all  respectable  burgesses,  down  to 
fifty  years  ago,  spent  their  evenings. 
Strangers  might  enter  the  room,  but  they 
were  made  to  feel  that  they  were  there  on 
sufferance  :  they  were  received  with  distance 
and  suspicion.  Most  of  the  regular  visitors 
knew  each  other  :  when  tjiey  did  not,  it  was 

VOL.  I.  ; 
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tavern  politeness  not  to  ask ;  a  case  is  on 
record  of  four  cronies,  who  used  the  Cock  in 
Fleet  Street  for  tliirty  years,  not  one  know- 
ing either  the  name  or  the  trade  of  the  other 
three.  Yet  when  one  died,  the  other  three 
pined  away.  This  good  old  custom  is  now 
decayed.  The  respectable  burgess  stays  at 
home,  which  is  much  more  monotonous.  Yet 
there  may  still  be  found  a  parlour  here  and 
there  with  a  society  meeting  every  evening 
all  the  year  round. 

The  parlour  of  the  Salutation  was  a  good- 
sized  room,  wainscoted  and  provided  with  a 
sanded  floor.  It  was  furnished  with  a  dozen 
wooden  chairs,  and  three  small  round  tables, 
the  chairs  disposed  in  a  circle  so  as  to 
prevent  corners  or  cliques  in  conversation. 
Sacred  is  the  fraternity,  liberty,  and  equality 
of  the  parlour.  The  room  was  low,  and,  in 
the  evenings,  always  hot  with  its  two  flaming 
unprotected  gas  jets ;  the  window  was  never 
opened  except  in  the  morning,  and  there  w^as 
always  present  a   rich  perfume   of  tobacco, 
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beer,  and  spirits,  both    that  anciently  gene- 
rated and  that  of  the  day's  creation. 

Among  the  frequenters — who  were,  it 
must  be  confessed,  a  somewhat  faded  or  de- 
cayed company — was,  to  put  him  first  because 
he  was  the  richest,  the  great  Mr.  Eobert 
Hellyer,  of  Barnard's  Inn,  usurer  or  money- 
lender. Nobody  quite  likes  the  profession — 
one  knows  not  why.  Great  fortunes  have 
been  made  in  it ;  the  same  fortunes  have  been 
dissipated  by  the  money-lenders'  heirs.  Such 
fortunes  do  not  stick,  somehow.  Mr.  Hellyer, 
for  instance,  was  reputed  wealthy  beyond  the 
dreams  of  the  wildest  desire.  It  was  also 
said  of  him,  under  breath  and  in  whispers 
and  envious  murmurs,  that  should  a  man 
borrow  a  five-pound  note  of  him,  that  bor- 
rower would  count  himself  lucky  if  he  escaped 
with  the  loss  of  seventy-five  pounds ;  and 
might  generally  expect  to  lose  the  whole  of 
his  household  furniture,  and  the  half  of  his 
income,  for  the  rest  of  his  natural  life.  To 
be  sure,  he  sometimes  had  losses,  as  he  said 
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himself,  with  a  groan  ;  as  when  an  unscrupu- 
lous client  jumped  off  the  Embankment,  when 
he  had  not  paid  more  than  fifty  pounds  on 
the  original  five  ;  or  when  a  wicked  man  sold 
off  his  furniture  secretly,  in  contempt  of  the 
bill  of  sale,  and  got  clean  out  of  the  country 
with  his  wife  and  children.  But  on  the  whole 
he  did  pretty  well.  It  was  further  said,  by 
old  clients,  that  his  heart  was  a  simple  piece 
of  round  granite,  for  which  he  had  no  use, 
and  that  he  made  money  out  of  it  by  letting 
it  out  at  so  much  an  hour  for  a  paving  mallet. 
Mr.  Eobert  Hellyer  was  not  a  genial  man, 
or  a  cheerful  or  a  pleasant  man  to  look  upon  ; 
he  neither  loved  nor  comprehended  a  jest ;  he 
never  smiled  ;  he  kept  his  mind  always  em- 
ployed on  the  conduct  of  his  business.  Every 
night — forgive  the  sohtary  weakness — he 
drank  as  much  as  he  could  carry.  In  appear- 
ance, he  was  red-faced,  thick-necked,  and 
stout ;  his  voice  was  thick  even  in  the  morn- 
ing, when  he  was  under  no  compulsion  to 
thickness ;  it  was  beUeved  by  his  friends  that 
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his  education  had  been  imperfect ;  perhaps 
because  he  never  gave  anybody  reason  to 
suppose  that  he  had  ever  received  any  edu- 
cation at  alL  To  such  men  as  Mr.  Hellyer, 
who  every  night  take  much  strong  drink,  and 
on  no  occasion  whatever  take  any  exercise, 
sixty  is  the  grand  chmacteric.  He  was,  a 
year  ago,  just  fifty-nine.  Alas !  he  has  not 
even  reached  his  grand  chmacteric.  Already 
he  is  gone.  He  was  cut  off  by  pneumonia, 
or  apoplexy,  last  Christmas.  Those  who  saw 
the  melancholy  cortege  fihng  out  of  the 
narrow  gates  of  Barnard's  Inn,  mournfully 
remarked  that  none  of  his  money  was  taken 
with  him,  and  asked  what  happiness  he  could 
possibly  find  in  the  next  world,  which  he 
would  begin  with  nothing — nothing  at  all — 
not  even  credit — an  absolute  pauper. 

Mr.  Kobert  Hellyer  sat  on  one  side  of  the 
empty  fireplace.  On  the  opposite  side,  a 
great  contrast  to  his  coarse  and  vulgar  face, 
sat  an  elderly  man,  tall,  thin,  dressed  in  a 
coat  whose  sleeves  were  worn  to  shininess. 
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His  face  was  dejected  :  his  features  were  still 
fine :  he  was  evidently  a  gentleman.  This 
person  was  a  barrister,  decayed  and  unsuc- 
cessful ;  he  lived  in  a  garret  in  Gray's  Inn. 
There  are  a  good  many  wrecks  at  the  Bar, 
but  few  quite  so  forlorn  as  this  poor  old  man. 
He  still  professed  to  practise,  and  picked  up 
a  guinea  now  and  then  by  defending  crimi- 
nals. On  these  casual  fees  he  managed  to 
live.  His  clothes  were  threadbare ;  it  was 
many  years  since  he  had  had  a  greatcoat ;  on 
rainy  and  cold  days  he  had  a  thin  cape  which 
he  wore  over  his  shoulders.  Heaven  knows 
how  he  dined  and  breakfasted ;  every  even- 
ing, except  in  the  hot  days  of  summer,  he 
came  to  this  place  for  light  and  warmth. 
Unless  he  was  very  poor  indeed,  he  called  for 
a  pint  of  old  and  mild  and  read  the  day's 
paper.  Sometimes  he  talked,  but  not  often ; 
sometimes  one  or  other  of  the  company  would 
offer  him  a  more  costly  drink,  which  he 
always  accepted  with  all  that  was  left  to  him 
of  courtesy.     Outside,   he   had    no   friends ; 
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they  had  all  forgotten  him  or  died — it  is  very 
easy  for  a  poor  man  to  be  forgotten  ;  he  had 
no  relations  ;  they  had  all  died,  emigrated, 
and  dispersed  ;  the  relations  of  the  nnsuccess- 
ful  are  easily  lost.  When  he  talked,  he  some- 
times became  animated,  and  would  tell  anec- 
dotes of  the  Bar  and  of  the  time  when  he  was 
called,  nearly  fifty  years  agone,  by  the 
Benchers  of  Gray's  Inn.  What  had  become 
of  the  hopes  and  ambitions  with  which  that 
young  man  entered  upon  the  profession,  which 
was  to  lead  him  to  the  parlour  of  the  Saluta- 
tion and  the  company  that  gathered  there — 
and  to  the  bare  and  miserable  garret  of  Gray's 
Inn,  forgotten  and  alone  ? 

Another  man,  also  elderly,  who  sat  next 
to  the  barrister,  was  a  gentleman  who  sold  an 
excellent  business  and  retired,  in  order  to 
betake  himself  more  completely  to  toping- 
He  drank  in  three  taverns  during  tlie  day. 
One  was  in  Fleet  Street,  where  he  took  his 
chop  at  three ;  one  was  near  Drury  Lane 
Theatre,    where     he     dallied    with    a    httle 
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whisky  from  five  to  nine ;  and  this  was  the 
third.  He  was  a  quiet,  happy,  self-respecting, 
dignified  old  man.  In  the  evening,  he  spoke 
not  at  all — for  sufficient  reasons ;  but  he 
benevolently  inclined  his  head  if  he  was 
addressed. 

Next  to  him  sat  a  younger  man,  a  solici- 
tor, whose  practice  consisted  in  defending 
prisoners  in  the  Police  Courts.  He  had  with 
him  two  friends,  and  he  had  a  confident 
swagger,  which  passed  for  ability.  Next  to 
him  and  his  friends  was  a  house  agent,  who 
had  been  a  member  for  an  Irish  borough  :  and 
there  was  a  gentleman,  whose  wife  sang  in 
music  halls,  so  that  this  fortunate  person 
could — and  did — sit  about  in  taverns  all  day 
long.  His  appearance  was  that  of  a  deboshed 
City  clerk,  as  he  was.  Not  to  mention  other 
members  of  the  company,  Checkley  was  there, 
occupying  a  chair  next  to  the  money-lender. 

Here  he  was  called  Mr.  Checkley.  He 
came  every  evening  at  nine  o'clock,  Sundays 
included.     Like  the  money-lender,  he  wanted 
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his  little  distractions,  and  took  them  in  this 
way.  Here,  too,  he  was  among  those  who 
respected  him,  not  so  much  on  account  of 
his  public  and  private  virtues,  or  for  his 
eminence  in  the  law,  as  his  money.  It  is 
not  often  that  a  solicitor's  clerk  becomes  a 
'  warm  '  man,  but  then  it  is  not  often  that  one 
of  the  calhng  deliberately  proposes  to  him- 
self early  in  life  to  save  money,  and  lives 
till  seventy-five  steadily  carrying  out  his 
object.  If  you  are  good  at  figures,  you  will 
understand  how  Mr.  Checkley  succeeded. 
Between  the  ages  of  eighteen  and  twenty-five 
he  had  an  income  which  averaged  about 
seventy-five  pounds.  lie  lived  upon  fifty 
pounds  a  year.  From  twenty-five  to  thirty- 
five  he  made  an  average  of  one  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  :  he  still  lived  upon  fifty  pounds 
a  year.  At  thirty-five  he  was  induced  by 
prudential  considerations  to  marry  :  the  lady, 
considerably  his  senior,  had  a  thousand 
pounds.  She  was  even  more  miserly  than 
himself,  and  in  a  year  or  so  after  marriage. 
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she  fell  into  a  decline,  owing  to  insufficient 
nourishment,  and  presently  expired.  On  the 
whole  he  calculated  that  he  was  the  better 
man  for  the  marriage  by  a  thousand  pounds. 
From  thirty-five  to  forty-five  his  income  rose 
to  two  hundred  pounds  :  it  then  for  twenty- 
five  years  stood  at  three  hundred  pounds 
a  year ;  at  the  age  of  seventy  Mr.  Bering 
gave  him  four  hundred  pounds.  There- 
fore, to  sum  up,  he  had  put  by  out  of 
his  pay  the  sum  of  11,675/. — and  this 
without  counting  the  compound  interest 
always  mounting  up  from  his  investments, 
which  were  all  of  a  careful  kind  such  as  he 
understood':  tenement  houses,  of  which  he 
had  a  good  number :  shares  in  building 
societies  :  money  lent  on  bills  of  sale  or  on 
mortgage.  At  home — Mr.  Checkley  lived  on 
the  ground  floor  of  one  of  his  own  houses 
—he  grew  more  miserly  as  he  grew  older. 
The  standard  of  luxury  is  not  high  when 
fifty  pounds  a  year  covers  all ;  but  of  late 
he    had    been    trying   to   keep    below   even 
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that  humble  amount.  He  conducted  his 
affairs  in  tlie  evening  between  his  office 
hours  and  nine  at  his  own  house,  or  among 
the  people  wliere  his  property  lay.  It  was 
in  the  district,  visited  by  few,  lying  east  of 
Gray's  Inn  Road  :  his  own  house  was  in  a 
certain  small  square,  a  good  half  of  the 
houses  in  which  belonged  to  him. 

At  nine  o'clock  he  arrived  at  the  tavern. 
Here  his  drinks  cost  him  nothing.  'A  custom 
had  grown  up  in  the  course  of  years  for 
the  money-lender  to  consult  him  on  the 
many  difficult  points  which  arise  in  the 
practice  of  his'  profession.  He  was  one  of 
those  who  like  to  have  one  foot  over  the 
wall  erected  by  the  law,  but  not  both.  In 
other  words,  he  was  always  trying  to  find 
out  how  far  the  law  would  allow  him  to 
go,  and  where  it  called  upon  him  to  stop. 
With  this  view  he  schemed  perpetually  to 
make  his  clients  sign  bonds  under  the 
delusion  that  they  meant  a  hundredth 
part  of  what  they  really  did  mean.    And  as, 
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like  all  ignorant  men,  he  had  the  most  pro- 
found belief  in  the  power  and  the  knowledge 
and  the  chicanery  of  lawyers,  he  was  pleased 
to  obtain  Checkley's  advice  in  return  for 
Checkley's  drinks. 

It  was  a  full  gathering.  The  old  clerk 
arrived  late  :  he  was  gratified  at  hearing  the 
ex-M.P.  whispering  to  his  friends  that  the 
new  arrival  was  worth  his  twenty  thousand 
pounds  if  a  penny.  He  swelled  with  honour- 
able pride.  Yes.  Twenty  thousand  pounds ! 
And  more — more.  Who  would  have  thought, 
when  he  began  as  an  office  boy,  that  he  could 
ever  achieve  so  much  ? 

The  money-lender,  bursting  with  anew  case, 
real  or  supposed,  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth 
and  communicated  it  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

'  Suppose  ' it  began. 

*Then' — Checkley  replied  when  the  case 
was  finished — '  you  would  lay  yourself  open 
to  a  criminal  prosecution.  Don't  you  go  so 
much  as  to  think  of  it.  There  was  a  case 
twenty-five  years  ago  exactly  like   it.     The 
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remarks  of  the  judge  were  most  severe,  and 
the  sentence  was  heavy.' 

'  Ah  ! '  The  usurer's  red  face  grew  redder. 
'  Then  it  can't  be  thought  of.  Pity,  too. 
There's  a  houseful  of  furniture  and  a  shop- 
ful  of  stuff.  And  a  young  man  as  it  would 
do  good  to  him  just  to  start  fair  again.  Pity. 
— Put  a  name  to  it,  Mr.  Checkley.' 

'  Eum.  Hot.  With  lemon,'  replied  the 
sage.  '  You  get  more  taste  in  your  mouth, 
more  upliftin'  for  your  heart,  as  they  say, 
more  strengthenin'  for  the  stomach,  better 
value  all  round  for  your  money  out  of  rum 
than  any  other  drink  that  I  know.' 

At  this  point,  and  before  the  waiter  could 
execute  the  order,  voices  and  steps  were  heard 
outside  the  room.  The  voices  of  two  men. 
That  of  one  loud,  eager,  noisy.  That  of  the 
other  quiet,  measured,  and  calm. 

Checkley  sat  upright  suddenly  and  listened. 

'  That  is  young  Cambridge,'  said  the  old 
barrister.  '  I  thought  he  would  be  here — 
Saturday  night  and  all'     He   smiled,  as    if 
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expectant  of  sometliing,  and  drank  oflf  the  rest 
of  his  beer  at  a  dranght. 

'  Most  distinguished  Cambridge  man,'  whis- 
pered the  ex-M.P.  to  his  friends.  '  Wanst 
a  Fellow  of  Cambridge  College.  Great 
scholar.  Ornament  to  any  circle.  Dhrinks 
likes  an  oyster.  Son  of  a  Bishop  too — Son  of 
an  Irish  Bishop — Talks  Greek  like  English. 
He'll  come  in  directly.  He's  taking  something 
outside.  He's  always  half  dhrunk  to  begin, 
and  quite  dhrunk  to  finish.  But  he  only  talks 
the  better — beinc^  Oirish.  Most  remarkable 
man.' 

The  voice  of  this  distinguished  person 
Checkley  knew.  But  the  other  voice.  That 
he  knew  as  well.  And  he  could  not  remember 
whose  voice  it  was.  Very  well  indeed  he  re- 
membered the  sound  of  it.  Some  men  never 
forget  a  face  :  some  men  never  forget  a  shape 
or  figure  :  some  men  never  forget  a  voice : 
some  men  never  forget  a  handwriting.  A 
voice  is  the  simplest  thing,  after  all,  to  re- 
member, and    the    most    unchanwin^?.     From 
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eighteen  till  eighty  a  man's  voice  changes 
not,  save  that  in  volume  it  decreases  during 
the  last  decade :  the  distinguishing  quality  of 
the  voice  remains  the  same  to  the  end. 

'Have   a   drink,  my  dear   fellow.'     That 
was  the  voice  of  the  Pride  of  Cambridge. 
'  Thanks,     I  don't  want  a  drink.' 
Whose   voice  was   it  ?     Checkley  sat  up 
eager  for  the  door  to  be  opened,  and  that 
doubt  to  be  resolved. 

It  was  opened.  The  two  men  came  in 
first,  the  Cambridge  man  leading  the  way. 
He  was  a  good-looking,  smooth-faced  man  of 
thirty-two  or  so,  with  bright  blue  eyes — too 
bright — a  fine  face,  full  of  delicacy  and 
mobility,  a  high,  narrow  forehead,  and  quick 
sensitive  lips ;  a  man  who  was  obviously  in 
want  of  some  one  to  take  him  in  hand  and 
control  him :  one  of  those  men  who  have  no 
will  of  their  own,  and  fall  naturally  before 
any  temptation  which  assails  them.  The 
chief  temptation  which  assailed  Freddy 
Carstone — it  seems  to  stamp  the  man  that  his 
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friends  all  called  him  Freddy — a  Freddy  is 
amiable,  weak,  beloved,  and  given  to  err,  slip, 
fall,  and  give  way — was  the  temptation  to 
drink.  He  was  really,  as  the  ex-M.P.  told  his 
friends,  a  very  fine  scholar :  he  had  been  a 
Fellow  of  liis  college,  but  never  received  any 
appointment  or  office  of  Lecturer  there  on 
account  of  this  weakness  of  his,  which  was 
notorious.  When  his  Fellowship  expired,  he 
came  to  London,  lived  in  Gray's  Lm,  and  took 
pupils.  He  had  the  reputation  of  being  an 
excellent  coach  if  he  could  be  caught  sober. 
He  was  generally  sober  in  the  morning  ;  often 
a  little  elevated  in  the  afternoon  ;  and  always 
cheerfully — not  stupidly — drunk  at  night. 

'  You  must  have  a  drink,'  Freddy  repeated. 
'  Not  want  a  drink  ?  Hang  it,  old  man,  it  isn't 
what  you  want,  it's  what  you  like.  If  I  only 
took  what  I  wanted,  I  should  be — what  should 
I  be  ?  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  the  college — very 
likely  Master — most  probably  Archdeacon — 
certainly  Bishop.  Wasn't  my  father  a  Bishop  ? 
Now,  if  you  take  what  you  like,  as  well  as 
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what  you  want — what  happens  ?  You  go 
easily  and  comfortably  down  hill — down — 
down — down — like  me.  Tobogganing  isn't 
easier :  the  switchback  railway  isn't  morj 
pleasant.     Always  take  what  you  like.' 

'  No — no,  Freddy  ;  thanks.' 

'  What  ?  You've  got  ambitions  still  ? 
Y^'ou  want  to  be  climbing  ?  Man  alive  !  it's 
too  late.  You've  stayed  away  from  your 
friends  too  long.  Y^ou  can't  get  up.  Better 
join  us  at  the  Salutation  Club.  Come  in  with 
me.  I'll  introduce  you.  They'll  be  glad  to 
have  you.  Intellectual  conversation  carried 
on  nightly.  Eomantic  scenery  from  the  back 
window.  Finest  parlour  in  London.  Come  in 
and  sample  the  Scotch. — Not  want  a  drink  ? 
Who  ever  saw  a  man  who  didn't  want  a  drink? ' 

The  other  man  followed,  reluctantly — and 
at  sight  of  him  Checkley  jumped  in  his  chair. 
Then  he  snatched  the  paper  from  tlie  hands 
of  tlie  ancient  barrister,  and  buried  his  head 
in  it.  The  action  was  most  remarkable  and 
unmistakable.     He   hid   himself    behind    the 
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paper ;  for  the  man  whom  the  Cambridge 
scholar  was  dragging  into  the  room  was  none 
other  than  Athelstan  Arundel — the  very  man 
of  whom  Mr.  Bering  had  been  speaking  that 
very  afternoon  :  the  very  man  whose  loss  he 
had  been  regretting :  the  man  accused  by 
himself  of  forgery.  So  great  was  his  terror 
at  the  sight  of  this  man,  that  he  was  fain  to 
hide  behind  the  paper. 

Yes:  the  same  man:  well  dressed,  ap- 
parently, and  prosperous — in  a  velvet  jacket 
and  a  white  waistcoat,  with  a  big  brown  beard 
— still  carrying  himself  with  that  old  insolent 
pride,  as  if  he  had  never  forged  anything : 
looking  not  a  day  older,  in  spite  of  the  eight 
years  that  had  elapsed.  What  was  he  doing 
here  ? 

'  Come  in,  man,'  said  Freddy  again.  '  You 
shall  have  one  diink  at  least,  and  as  many 
more  as  you  like. — Eobert,  two  Scotch  and 
soda.  We  haven't  met  for  eight  long  years. 
Let  us  sit  down  and  confess  our  sins  for  eight 
years.     Where  have  you  been  ?  ' 
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'  For  the  most  part — abroad.' 

'  You  don't  look  it.  He  who  goes  abroad 
to  make  his  fortune  always  comes  home  in 
rags,  with  a  pistol  in  his  coat-tail,  and  a 
bowie-knife  in  his  belt.  At  least  we  are 
taught  so.  You  wear  velvet  and  fine  linen. 
You  haven't  been  abroad.  I  don't  believe 
you've  been  farther  than  Camberwell.  In  fact, 
Camberwell  has  been  your  headquarters. 
You've  been  hving  in  Camberwell — on  Cam- 
berwell Green,  which  is  a  slice  of  Eden,  with 
— perhaps — didn't  pretty  Polly  Perkins  live 
on  Camberwell  Green  ? — for  eight  long  years.' 

'  Let  me  call  upon  you  in  your  lodgings, 
where  w^e  can  talk.' 

'  I  haven't  got  any  lodgings.  I  am  in 
Chambers — I  live  all  by  myself  in  Gray's  Inn. 
Come  and  see  me.  I  am  always  at  home  in 
the  mornings — to  pupils  only — and  generally 
at  home  in  the  afternoon  to  pupils  and  topers 
and  Lushingtons.  Here's  your  whisky.  Sit 
down.  Let  me  introduce  you  to  tlie  company. 
This  is  a  highly  intellectual  society — not  what 
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you  would  expect  of  a  Holborn  Parlour.  It 
is  a  club  which  meets  here  every  evening — 
a  first-class  club.  Subscription,  nothing. 
Entrance  fee,  nothing.  Order  what  you  like. 
Don't  pretend  not  to  know  your  brother- 
members. — Gentlemen,  this  is  my  old  friend, 
Mr.  Athelstan  Arundel,  who  has  been  abroad 
— on  Camberwell  Green — for  the  sake  of 
Polly  Perkins — for  eight  years,  and  has  now 
returned.' 

The  ex-M.P.  nudged  his  friends  to  call 
their  attention  to  something  good.  The  rest 
received  the  introduction  and  the  remarks 
which  followed  in  silence. 

'  Arundel,  the  gentleman  by  the  fireplace, 
he  with  the  pipe — is  our  Shylock,  sometimes 
called  the  Lord  Shylock.'  The  money-lender 
looked  up  with  a  dull  and  unintelhgent  eye : 
I  beheve  the  allusion  was  entirely  above  his 
comprehension. — '  Beside  him  is  Mr.  Vulpes 
— he  with  his  head  buried  in  the  paper — 
you'll  see  him  presently.  Mr.  Vulpes  is 
advanced  in  years,  but  well  preserved,  and 
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knows  every  letter  of  the  law :  he  is,  indeed, 
an  ornament  of  the  lower  branch.  Vulpes 
will  let  you  a  house — he  has  many  most 
charming  residences — or  will  advance  you 
money  on  mortgage.  He  knows  the  law  of 
landlord  and  tenant,  and  the  law  regarding 
Bills  of  Sale.  I  recommend  Vulpes  to  your 
friendly  consideration. — Here  is  Senex  Bibulus 
Benevolens.' — The  old  gentleman  kindly  in- 
clined his  head,  being  too  far  gone  for  speech. 
— '  Here  is  a  most  learned  counsel,  who  ought, 
had  merit  prevailed,  to  have  been  by  this 
time  Lord  Chancellor,  Chief  Justice,  Judge 
or  Master  of  the  Eolls,  or  Queen's  Counsel  at 
least.  So  far  he  is  still  a  Junior,  but  we  hope 
for  his  speedy  advancement. — Sir,  I  entreat 
the  honour  of  offering  you  a  goblet  of  more 
generous  drink. — Eobert,  Irish  whisky  and  a 
lemon  for  this  gentleman. — There' — he  pointed 
to  the  ex-M.P.,  who  again  nudged  his  friends 
and  grinned — '  is  our  legislator  and  statesman, 
the  pride  of  his  constituents,  the  darling 
of  Ballynacuddery  till  they  turned  him  out. — 
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There  ' — lie  pointed  to  the  deboshed  clerk — 
'  is  a  member  of  a  great  modern  profession,  a 
gentleman  with  whom  it  is  indeed  a  pride  to  sit 
down.  He  is  Monsieur  le  Mari :  Monsieur  le 
Mari  complaisant  et  content.' 

'  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,'  said  the 
gentleman  indicated.  '  If  you  want  to  talk 
Greek,  talk  it  outside.' 

'  I  cannot  stay,'  said  Athelstan,  looking 
about  the  room  with  scant  respect.  '  I  will 
call  upon  you  at  your  Chambers.' 

'Do — do,  my  dear  fellow.'  Athelstan 
shook  hands  and  walked  away.  *  Now,  there's 
a  man,  gentlemen,  who  might  have  done 
anything — anything  he  might  have  done. 
Kowed  stroke  to  his  boat.  Threw  up  every- 
thing eight  years  ago  and  went  away — nobody 
knew  why.  Sad  to  see  so  much  promise 
wasted.  Sad — sad.  He  hasn't  even  touched 
his  drink.  Then  I  must — myself.'  And  he 
did. 

Observe  that  there  is  no  such  lamentation 
over  the  failure  of  a  promising  young  man 
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as  from  one  who  has  also  failed.  For,  by  a 
merciful  arrangement,  the  failure  seldom  sus- 
pects himself  of  having  failed. 

'  Now  Mr.  Checkley,'  said  the  barrister, 
*  he's  gone  away  and  you  needn't  hide  your- 
self any  longer — and  you  can  let  me  have  my 
paper  again.' 

Mr.  Checkley  spoke  no  more  that  even- 
ing. He  drank  up  his  rum-and-water,  and  he 
went  away  mightily  perturbed.  That  Athel- 
stan  Arundel  had  come  back  portended  that 
something  would  happen.  And  like  King 
Cole's  prophet,  he  could  not  foretell  the  nature 
of  the  event. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

A   EEBELLIOUS   CHILD 

Elsie  left  lier  lover  at  the  door.  Most  ac- 
cepted suitors  accompany  their  sweethearts 
into  the  very  bosom  of  the  family — the 
gynreceum — the  parlour,  as  it  used  to  be 
called.  Not  so  George  Austin.  Since  the 
engagement — the  deplorable  engagement — it 
was  understood  that  he  was  not  to  presume 
upon  entering  the  house.  Eomeo  might 
as  well  have  sent  in  his  card  to  Juliet's 
mamma.  In  fact,  that  lady  could  not 
possibly  regard  the  pretensions  of  Eomeo 
more  unfavourably  than  Mrs.  Arundel  did 
those  of  George  Austin.  This  not  on  account 
of  any  family  inequality,  for  his  people  were 
no  more  decidedly  of  the  middle  class  than 
her  own.     That  is  to  say,  they  numbered  as 
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many  members  who  were  presentable  and 
quite  as  many  who  were  not.  Our  great 
middle  class  is  pretty  well  alike  in  this  respect. 
In  every  household  there  are  things  which 
may  be  paraded  and  things  tacenda :  members 
unsuccessful,  members  disgraceful.  All  the 
world  knows  all  the  things  which  must  be 
concealed :  we  all  know  that  all  the  world 
knows  them  ;  but  still  we  pretend  that  there 
are  no  such  things,  and  so  we  maintain  the 
family  dignity.  Nor  could  the  widow  object 
to  George  on  account  of  his  religious 
opinions,  in  which  he  dutifully  followed  his 
forefathers ;  or  of  his  abilities,  manners, 
morals,  culture,  accomplishments,  or  outward 
appearance,  in  all  of  which  he  was  everything 
tliat  could  be  expected  of  a  young  man  who 
had  liis  own  fortune  to  make.  A  rich  young 
man  has  no  need  of  manners,  morals,  abilities, 
or  accomplishments :  a  thing  too  often  for- 
gotten by  satirists  when  they  depict  the 
children  of  Sir  Midas  Gorgias  and  his  tribe. 
The  lady's   objection   was   simply   and  most 


138  THE  IVORY  GATE 

naturally  that  the  young  man  had  nothing 
and  would  probably  never  have  anything ' 
that  he  was  a  managing  clerk  without  money 
to  buy  a  partnership  in  a  highly  congested 
profession.  To  aggravate  this  objection,  he 
stood  in  the  way  of  two  most  desirable  suitors 
who  were  supposed  to  be  ready  should  Elsie 
give  them  any  encouragement.  They  were  a 
rich  old  man  whose  morals  could  no  longer 
be  questioned  ;  and  a  rich  young  man  whose 
morals  would  doubtless  improve  with  marriage 
— if,  that  is,  they  wanted  improvement,  for  on 
this  delicate  subject  ladies  find  it  difficult 
to  get  reliable  information.  And,  again,  the 
exalted  position  of  the  elder  sister  should 
have  been  an  example  and  a  beacon.  Which 
of  you,  Mesdames,  would  look  on  with 
patience  at  such  a  sacrifice — a  young  and 
lovely  daughter  thrown  away,  with  all  her 
charms  and  all  her  chances,  upon  a  man  with 
two  hundred  pounds  a  year  and  no  chance  of 
anything  much  better  ?  Think  of  it — two 
hundred  pounds  a  year — for  a  gentlewoman  ! 
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There  are  some  families — many  families — 
with  whom  the  worship  of  wealth  is  heredi- 
tary. The  Arundels  have  been  City  people, 
married  with  other  City  people — in  trade — 
for  two  hundred  years  and  more  :  they  are  all 
members  of  City  Companies :  there  have  been 
Lord  Mayors  and  Sheriffs  ^mong  them  :  some 
of  them — for  they  are  now  a  clan — are  rich  : 
some  are  very  rich  ;  one  or  two  are  very, 
very  rich  :  those  who  fail  and  go  bankrupt 
quickly  drop  out  of  sight.  All  their  tradi- 
tions are  of  money-getting :  they  estimate 
success  and  worth  and  relpect  by  the  amount 
a  man  leaves  behind — it  is  the  good  old 
tradition  :  they  talk  of  money :  they  are  not 
vulgar  or  loud  or  noisy  or  disagreeable  in  any 
way  :  but  they  openly  and  without  disguise 
worship  the  great  god  Plutus  and  believe  that 
he,  and  none  other,  is  the  God  of  the 
Christians.  They  have  as  much  culture  as 
other  people,  at  least  to  outward  show :  they 
furnish  their  houses  as  artistically  as  other 
people  :  they  buy   pictures   and  books  :  but 
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ideas  do  not  touch  them  :  if  they  read  new 
ideas,  they  are  not  ajQfected  by  them,  however 
skilfully  they  may  be  put :  they  go  to  church 
and  hear  the  parable  about  Dives  and  they 
wonder  how  Dives  could  have  been  so  hard- 
hearted. Then  they  go  home  and  talk  about 
money. 

Elsie's  father,  a  younger  son  of  the  richest 
branch  of  this  family,  started  with  a  com- 
fortable little  fortune  and  a  junior  partner- 
ship. He  was  getting  on  very  well  indeed : 
he  had  begun  to  show  the  stuflf  of  which  he 
was  made,  a  gooc^  stout,  tenacious  kind  of 
stuff,  likely  to  last  and  to  hold  out ;  he  was 
beginning  to  increase  his  fortune :  he  looked 
forward  to  a  successful  career :  and  he  hoped 
to  leave  behind  him,  after  many,  many  years* 
perhaps  three-quarters  of  a  million.  He  was 
only  thirty-five  years  of  age,  yet  he  was 
struck  down  and  had  to  go.  His  widow 
received  little  more  than  her  husband's 
original  fortune :  it  was  small  compared  with 
what  she  might  fairly  have  expected  when  she 
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married,  but  it  was  large  enough  for  lier  to 
live  with  her  three  children  in  Pembridge 
Gardens.  What  happened  to  the  son,  you 
know.  He  "went  away  in  a  royal  rage  and 
had  never  been  heard  of  since.  The  elder 
daughter,  Hilda,  when  about  two-and-twenty, 
as  you  also  know,  had  the  good  fortune  to 
attract  the  admiration  of  a  widower  of  very 
considerable  wealth,  the  brother  of  her 
guardian.  He  was  forty  years  older  than 
herself,  but  he  was  rich — nay,  very  rich 
indeed.  Jute,  I  believe,  on  an  extensive 
scale,  was  the  cause  of?  his  great  fortune. 
He  was  knighted  on  a  certain  great  occasion 
when  Warden  of  his  Company,  so  that  he 
offered  his  bride  a  title  and  precedence,  as 
well  as  a  great  income,  a  mansion  in  Palace 
Gardens,  a  handsome  settlement,  carriages 
and  horses,  and  everything  else  that  the 
feminine  heart  can  desire. 

The  widow,  soon  after  her  husband  died, 
found  the  time  extremely  dull  without  the 
daily  excitement  of  the  City  talk  to  which  she 
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had  been  accustomed.  There  was  no  one 
with  whom  she  could  discuss  the  money- 
market.  Now,  all  her  life,  she  had  been 
accustomed  to  talk  of  shares  and  stocks  and 
investments  and  fluctuations  and  operations 
and  buying  in  and  selling  out.  She  began, 
therefore,  to  watch  the  market  on  her  own 
account.  Then  she  began  to  operate :  then 
she  gave  her  whole  time  and  all  her  thoughts 
to  the  business  of  studying,  watching,  reading, 
and  forecasting.  Of  course,  then,  she  lost 
her  money  and  fell  into  difficulties  ?  Nothing 
of  the  kind :  she  made  money.  There  is 
always  plenty  of  virtuous  indignation  ready 
for  those  foolish  persons  who  dabble  in  stocks. 
They  are  gamblers ;  they  always  lose  in  the 
long  run  :  we  all  know  that ;  the  copy-books 
tell  us  so.  If  two  persons  play  heads  and  tails 
for  sovereigns,  do  they  both  lose  in  the  long 
run  ?  If  so,  who  wins  ?  Where  does  the 
money  go  ?  Even  a  gambler  need  not  always 
lose  in  the  long  run,  as  all  gamblers  know.  La 
veuve  Arundel  was  not  in  any  sense  a  gambler. 
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Nor  was  she  a  dabbler.  She  was  a  serious 
and  calculating  operator.  She  took  up  one 
branch  of  the  great  money  market  and  con- 
fined her  attentions  to  that  branch,  which  she 
studied  with  so  much  care  and  assiduity  that 
she  became  a  professional ;  that  is  to  say,  she 
threw  into  the  study  all  her  energies,  all  her 
thoughts,  and  all  her  intellect.  When  a 
young  man  does  this  on  the  Stock  Exchange 
he  may  expect  to  win.  Mrs.  Arundel  was 
not  an  ordinary  young  man  ;  she  was  a  sharp 
and  clever  woman :  by  hard  work  she  liad 
learned  all  that  can  be  learned,  and  had  ac- 
quired some  of  that  prescience  which  comes 
of  knowledge — the  prophet  of  the  future  is, 
after  all,  he  who  knows  and  can  discuss  the 
forces  and  the  facts  of  the  present :  the  Sibyl 
at  the  present  day  would  be  a  journalist. 
She  was  clear-headed,  quick  to  see  and  ready 
to  act :  she  was  of  a  quick  temper  as  well  as 
a  quick  perception :  and  she  was  resolute. 
Such  qualities  in  most  women  make  them 
absolute  sovereip^ns  in  the  houseliold.     Mrs. 
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Arundel  was  not  an  absolute  sovereign— 
partly  because  she  thought  little  of  her  house- 
hold, and  partly  because  her  children  were 
distinguished  by  much  the  same  qualities,  and 
their  subjection  would  have  proved  difficult  if 
not  impossible. 

This  was  the  last  house  in  London  where 
one  might  have  expected  to  find  a  girl  who 
was  ready  to  despise  wealth  and  to  find  her 
happiness  in  a  condition  of  poverty.  Elsie 
was  completely  out  of  harmony  with  all  her 
own  people.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  opinion 
going  about  in  favour  of  the  simple  life : 
many  girls  have  become  socialists  in  so  far 
as  they  think  the  amassing  of  wealth  neither 
desirable  nor  worthy  of  respect :  many  would 
rather  marry  a  man  of  limited  means  who  has 
a  profession  than  a  rich  man  who  has  a 
business  :  many  girls  hold  that  Art  is  a  much 
finer  thing  than  wealth.  Elsie  learned  these 
pernicious  sentiments  at  school :  they  at- 
tracted her  at  first  because  they  were  so 
fresh  :  she  found  all  the  best  literature  full  of 


A   REBELLIOUS  CHILD  145 

these  sentiments  :  she  developed  in  due  course 
a  certain  natural  abihty  for  Art :  she  attended 
an  Art  school :  she  set  up  an  easel :  she 
painted  in  pastel :  she  called  her  room  a 
studio.  She  gave  her  friends  the  greatest 
uneasiness  by  her  opinions :  she  ended,  as 
you  have  seen,  by  becoming  engaged  to  a 
young  man  with  nothing.  How  could  such  a 
girl  be  born  of  such  parents  ? 

When  she  got  home  on  Saturday  evening, 
she  found  her  mother  playing  a  game  of  double 
vingt  un  with  a  certain  cousin,  one  Sydney 
Arundel.  The  game  is  very  good  for  the  rapid 
interchange  of  coins  :  you  should  make  it  a 
time  game,  to  end  in  lialf  an  hour — one  hour 
— two  hours,  and  at  the  end  you  will  find  that 
you  have  had  a  very  pretty  little  gamble. 
Mrs.  Arundel  liked  nothing  better  than  a  game 
of  cards — provided  the  stakes  were  high  enough 
to  give  it  excitement.  To  play  cards  for  love 
is  indeed  insipid  :  it  is  hke  a  dinner  of  cold 
boiled  mutton  or  hke  sandwiches  of  veal.  The 
lady  would  play  anything,  piquet,  ecarte,  double 

VOL.  I.  L 


146  THE  IVORY  GATE 

dummy — and  her  daughter  Elsie  hated  the 
sight  of  cards.  As  for  the  cousin,  he  was  on 
the  Stock  Exchange  :  he  came  often  to  dinner 
and  to  talk  business  after  dinner :  he  was  a 
kind  of  musical  box  or  barrel  organ  in  con- 
versation, because  he  could  only  play  one 
tune.  His  business  as  well  as  his  pleasure  was 
in  the  money  market. 

'  So  you  have  come  home,  Elsie  ? '  said 
Mrs.  Arundel  coldly. 

'  Yes,  I  have  come  home.'  Elsie  seated 
herself  at  the  window  and  waited. 

'  Now,  Sydney ' — her  mother  took  up  the 
cards.     *  My  deal — will  you  take  any  more  ?  ' 

She  was  a  good-looking  woman  still,  though 
past  fifty  :  her  abundant  hair  had  gone  plea- 
santly gray,  her  features  were  fine,  her  brown 
eyes  were  quick  and  bright :  her  lips  were 
firm,  and  her  chin  straight.  She  was  tall  and 
of  good  figure :  she  was  clad  in  black  silk, 
with  a  large  gold  chain  about  her  neck  and 
good  lace  upon  her  shoulders.  She  wore 
many  rings  and  a  bracelet.     She  liked,  in  fact, 
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the  appearance  of  wealth  as  well  as  the  pos- 
session of  it :  slie  therefore  always  appeared 
in  costly  raiment :  her  house  was  furnished 
with  a  costly  solidity :  everything,  even  the 
bindings  of  her  books,  was  good  to  look  at : 
her  one  man-servant  looked  like  the  responsible 
butler  of  a  millionaire,  and  her  one-horse  car- 
riaoje  looked  as  if  it  belont^ed  to  a  dozen. 

The  game  went  on.  Presently,  the  clock 
struck  ten.  '  Time,*  said  the  lady.  '  We 
must  stop.  Now  then.  Let  us  see — I  make 
it  seventy-three  shillings. — Thank  you.  Three 
pounds  thirteen — an  evening  not  altogether 
wasted. — And  now,  Sydney,  light  your  cigar. 
You  know  I  like  it.  You  shall  have  your 
whisky  and  soda — and  we  will  talk  business. 
There  are  half-a-dozen  things  that  I  want  to 
consult  you  about.  Heavens  !  why  cannot  I 
be  admitted  to  the  Exchange  ?  A  few  women 
among  you — clever  women, like  myself,  Sydney 
— would  wake  you  up.' 

They  talked  business  for  an  hour,  tlie  lady 
making  notes  in  a  little  book,  asking  questions 
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and  making  suggestions.  At  last  the  cousin 
got  up — it  was  eleven  o'clock — and  went  away. 
Then  her  mother  turned  to  Elsie. 

'  It  is  a  great  pity,'  she  said, '  that  you  take 
no  interest  in  these  things.' 

'  I  dislike  them  very  much,  as  you  know,' 
said  Elsie. 

'  Yes — you  dislike  them  because  they  are 
of  real  importance.  Well — never  mind. — You 
have  been  out  with  the  young  man,  I 
suppose  ? ' 

'Yes — we  have  been  on  the  river  to- 
gether.' 

'  I  supposed  it  was  something  of  the 
kind.  So  the  housemaid  keeps  company 
with  the  potboy  without  consulting  her  own 
people.' 

'  It  is  nothing  unusual  for  me  to  spend  an 
evening  with  George.  Why  not  ?  You  will 
not  suffer  me  to  bring  him  here.' 

'No,'  said  her  mother  with  firmness. 
*  That  young  man  shall  never,  under  any  cir- 
cumstances, enter  this  house  with  my  know- 
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ledge!  For  the  rest,'  she  addecl,  '  do  as  you 
please.' 

This  was  the  kind  of  amiable  conversation 
that  had  been  going  on  day  after  day  since 
Elsie's  engagement — protestations  of  ceasing 
to  interfere,  and  continual  interference. 

There  are  many  ways  of  considering  the 
subject  of  injudicious  and  unequal  marriages. 
You  may  ridicule  :  you  may  cajole  :  you  may 
argue  :  you  may  scold  :  you  may  coax :  you 
may  represent  the  naked  truth  as  it  is,  or  you 
may  clothe  its  limbs  with  lies — tlie  lies  are  of 
woven  stuff,  strong,  and  home-made.  When 
you  have  an  obdurate,  obstinate,  contumacious, 
headstrong,  wilful,  self-contained  maiden  to 
deal  with,  you  will  waste  your  breath  whatever 
you  do.  The  mother  treated  Elsie  with  scorn, 
and  scorn  alone.  It  was  her  only  weapon. 
Her  elder  sister  tried  other  weapons  :  she 
laughed  at  the  makesliifts  of  poverty :  she 
cajoled  with  soft  flattery  and  golden  promises  : 
she  argued  with  logic  pitiless :  she  scolded 
like  a  fishwife :   she   coaxed  with  tears  and 
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kisses  :  she  painted  the  loveUness  of  men  who 
are  rich,  and  the  power  of  women  who  are 
beautiful.  And  all  in  vain.  Nothing  moved 
this  obdurate,  obstinate,  contumacious,  head- 
strong, wilful  Elsie.  She  would  stick  to  her 
promise :  she  would  wed  her  lover  even  if 
she  had  to  entertain  Poverty  as  well  all  her 
life. 

'  Are  you  so  infatuated,'  the  mother  went 
on,  '  that  you  cannot  see  that  he  cares  nothing 
for  your  happiness  ?  He  thinks  about  nobody 
but  himself.  If  he  thought  of  you,  he  would 
see  that  he  was  too  poor  to  make  you  happy, 
and  he  would  break  it  off.  As  it  is,  all  he 
wants  is  to  marry  you.' 

'That  is  indeed  all.  He  has  never  dis- 
guised the  fact.' 

'  He  offers  you  the  half  of  a  bare  crust.' 
'  By  halving  the  crust  we  shall  double  it.' 
'  Oh  !     I  have  no  patience.     But  there  is 
an  end.     You  know  my  opinion,  and  you  dis- 
regard it.     I  cannot  lock  you  up,  or  beat  you, 
for  your  foolishness.     I  almost  wish  I  could. 
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I  will  neither  reason  with  you  any  more  nor 
try  to  dissuade  you.     Go  your  own  way.' 

'  If  you  would  only  understand.  We  are 
going  to  live  very  simply.  We  shall  put  all 
unhappiness  outside  the  luxuries  of  life.  And 
we  shall  get  on  if  we  never  get  rich.  I  wish 
I  could  make  you  understand  our  point  of  view. 
It  makes  me  very  unhappy  that  you  will  take 
such  a  distorted  view.' 

'  I  am  glad  that  you  can  still  feel  unhap- 
piness at  such  a  cause  as  my  displeasure.' 

'  Well,  mother,  to-night  we  have  come  to 
a  final  decision.' 

*  Am  I  to  learn  it  ? ' 

*  Yes  ;  I  wish  to  tell  you  at  once.  We 
have  been  engaged  for  two  years.  The  engage- 
ment has  brought  me  nothing  but  wretched- 
ness at  home.  But  I  should  be  still  more 
wretched — I  should  be  wretched  all  my  life — 
if  I  were  to  break  it  off.  I  shall  be  of  acre  in  a 
day  or  two  and  free  to  act  on  my  own  judgment.' 

'  You  are  acting  on  your  own  judgment 
already.' 
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'  I  have  promised  George  that  I  will  marry 
him  when  he  pleases — that  is,  about  the 
middle  of  August,  when  he  gets  his  holi- 
day.' 

'  Oh !  The  misery  of  poverty  will  begin 
so  soon  ?  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it.  As  I  said 
above,  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  it — no 
persuasion  or  dissuasion — you  will  do  as  you 
please.' 

'  George  has  his  profession,  and  he  has  a 
good  name  already.  He  will  get  on.  Mean- 
time, a  little  plain  living  will  hurt  neither  of 
us.  Can't  you  think  that  we  may  begin  in  a 
humble  way  and  yet  get  on  ?  Money — 
money — money.  Oh  !  Must  we  think  of 
nothing  else  ? ' 

'What  is  there  to  think  of  but  money? 
Look  round  you,  silly  child.  What  gives  me 
this  house  —  this  furniture  —  everything  ? 
Money.  What  feeds  you  and  clothes  you  ? 
Money.  What  gives  position,  consideration, 
power,  dignity?  Money.  Eank  without 
money  is  contemptible.     Life  without  money 
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is  miserable,  wretched,  intolerable.  Who 
would  care  to  live  when  the  smallest  luxury 
— the  least  comfort — has  to  be  denied  for 
want  of  money.  Even  the  Art  of  which  you 
talk  so  much  only  becomes  respectable  when 
it  commands  money.  You  cannot  keep  oil" 
disease  without  money  :  you  cannot  educate 
your  children  without  money :  it  will  be  your 
worst  punishment  in  the  future  that  your 
children  will  sink  and  become  servants. 
Child ! '  she  cried  passionately,  '  we  must  be 
masters  or  servants — nay — lords  or  slaves. 
You  leave  the  rank  of  lord  and  marry  the 
rank  of  slave.  It  is  money  that  makes  the  dif- 
ference— money — money — money — that  you 
pretend  to  despise.  It  is  money  that  has  done 
everything  for  you.  Your  grandfather  made 
it — your  father  made  it — I  am  making  it.  Go 
on  in  your  madness  and  your  folly.  In  the 
end,  when  it  is  too  late,  you  will  long  for 
money,  pray  for  money,  be  ready  to  do  any- 
thing for  money — for  your  husband  and  your 
children.' 


154  THE  IVORY  GATE 

'We  shall  have,  I  hope,  enough.  We 
shall  work  for  enough — no  more.' 

'  Well,  child,'  her  mother  returned  quietly, 
'  I  said  that  I  would  say  nothing.  I  have 
been  carried  away.  Let  there  be  no  more 
said.  Do  as  you  please.  You  know  my 
mind — your  sister's  mind — your  cousins' ' 

'  I  do  not  wish  to  be  guided  by  my  cousins.' 

'  Very  well.  You  will  stay  here  until  your 
wedding  day.  When  you  marry  you  will 
leave  this  house — and  me  and  your  sister 
and  all  your  people.  Do  not  expect  any  help 
from  me.  Do  not  look  forward  to  any  inheri- 
tance from  me.  My  money  is  all  my  own  to 
deal  with  as  I  please.  If  you  wish  to  be  poor 
you  shall  be  poor.  Hilda  tells  me  that  you 
are  to  see  your  guardian  on  Monday.  Perhaps 
he  may  bring  j^ou  to  your  senses.  As  for  me 
— I  shall  say  no  more.' 

With  these  final  words  the  lady  left  the 
room  and  went  to  bed.     How  many  times  had 
she  declared  that  she  would  say  no  more  .^ 
The  nest  day  being  Sunday,  the  bells  began 
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to  ring  in  the  morning,  and  the  two  ladies 
salUed  forth  to  attend  Divine  service  as  usual. 
They  walked  side  by  side,  in  silence.  That 
sweet  and  gracious  nymph,  the  Lady  Charity, 
was  not  with  them  in  their  pew.  The  elder 
lady,  externally  cold,  was  full  of  resentment 
and  bitterness  :  the  younger  was  more  than 
usually  troubled  by  the  outbreak  of  the 
evening.  Yet  she  was  no  nearer  surrender. 
The  sermon,  by  a  curious  coincidence,  turned 
upon  the  perishable  nature  of  earthly  treasures, 
and  the  vanity  of  the  objects  desired  by  tliat 
unreasoning  person  whom  they  used  to  call 
the  Worldling.  The  name  has  perished,  but 
the  creature  still  exists,  and  is  found  in  count- 
less herds  in  every  great  town!  The  parsons 
are  always  trying  to  shoot  him  down  ;  but 
they  never  succeed.  There  was  just  a  fiery 
passage  or  two  directed  against  the  species. 
Elsie  hoped  that  the  words  would  go 
home.  Not  at  all.  They  fell  upon  her 
mother's  heart  like  seed  upon  the  rock. 
She  heard  them,  but   heard  them  not.     The 
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Worldling,  you  see,  never  understands  that 
he  is  a  Worldling.  Nor  does  Dives  believe 
himself  to  be  anything  roore  than  Lazarus, 
such  is  his  modesty. 

The  service  over,  they  went  home  in  silence. 
They  took  their  early  dinner  in  silence,  waited 
on  by  the  solemn  man-servant.  After  dinner, 
Elsie  sought  the  solitude  of  her  studio.  And 
here — nobody  looking  on — she  obeyed  the 
first  law  of  her  sex,  and  had  a  good  cry. 
Even  the  most  resolute  of  maidens  cannot 
carry  through  a  great  scheme  against  great 
opposition  without  the  consolation  of  a  cry. 

On  the  table  lay  a  note  from  Mr.  Dering : 

My  dear  Ward — I  am  reminded  that  you 
come  of  age  on  Monday.  I  am  also  reminded 
by  Hilda  that  you  propose  to  take  a  very  im- 
portant step  against  the  wish  of  your  mother. 
Will  you  come  and  see  me  at  ten  o'clock  to 
talk  this  over? — ^Your  affectionate  Guardian.' 

Not  much  hope  to  be  got  out  of  that  letter. 
A   dry   note   from   a  dry  man.     Very  little 
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doubt  as  to  the  line  which  he  would  take. 
Yet,  not  an  unkind  letter.  She  put  it  back 
in  her  desk  and  sighed.  Another  long  discus- 
sion. No  :  she  would  not  discuss — she  would 
listen,  and  then  state  her  intention.  She  would 
listen  again,  and  once  more  state  her  intention. 

On  the  easel  stood  an  almost  finished  por- 
trait in  pastel,  executed  from  a  photograph. 
It  was  the  portrait  of  her  guardian.  She  had 
caught — it  was  not  difficult  with  a  face  so 
marked — the  set  expression,  the  closed  hps, 
the  keen  eyes,  and  the  habitual  look  of  caution 
and  watchfulness  which  become  the  character- 
istics of  a  solicitor  in  good  practice.  So  far 
it  was  a  good  likeness.  But  it  was  an  austere 
face.  Elsie,  with  a  few  touches  of  her  thumb 
and  the  chalk  which  formed  her  material, 
softened  the  lines  of  the  mouth,  communicated 
to  the  eyes  a  more  genial  light,  and  to  the  face 
an  expression  of  benevolence  which  certainly 
had  never  before  been  seen  upon  it. 

*  There  I '  she  said.  '  If  you  would  only 
look  like  that  to-morrow,  instead  of  like  your 
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photograph,  I  should  have  no  fear  at  all  of 
what  you  would  say.  I  would  flatter  you,  and 
coax  you,  and  cajole  you,  till  you  had  doubled 
George's  salary  and  promised  to  get  round  my 
mother.  You  dear  old  man  !  You  kind  old 
man  !  You  sweet  old  man  !  I  could  kiss  you 
for  your  kindness.' 
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CHAPTER  V 

SOMETHING    IIAPPE^^S 

So  far  a  truly  enjoyable  Sunday.  To  sit  in 
clmrcli  beside  her  angry  mother,  both  going 
through  the  forms  of  repentance,  charity,  and 
forgiveness :  and  to  dine  together,  going 
through  the  ordinary  forms  of  kindliness 
while  one  at  least  was  devoured  with  wrath. 
Waste  of  good  roast  lamb  and  gooseberry 
tart ! 

Elsie  spent  the  afternoon  in  her  studio, 
where  she  sat  undisturbed.  People  called,  but 
her  mother  received  them.  Now  that  the 
last  resolution  had  been  taken  :  now  that  she 
had  promised  her  lover  to  brave  everything 
and  to  live  the  simplest  possible  life  for  love's 
sweet  sake,  she  felt  that  sinking  which  falls 
upon  the  most  courageous  wlien  the  boats  are 


r6o  THE  IVORY  GATE 

burned.     Thus  Love  makes  loving  hearts  to 
suffer. 

The  evening,  however,  made  amends.  For 
then,  like  the  housemaid,  who  mounted  the 
area  stair  as  Elsie  went  down  the  front-door 
steps,  she  went  forth  to  meet  her  lover,  and 
in  his  company  forgot  all  her  fears.  They 
went  to  church  together.  There  they  sat  side 
by  side,  this  church  not  having  adopted  the 
barbarous  custom  of  separating  the  sexes — a 
custom  which  belongs  to  the  time  when  women 
were  monkishly  considered  unclean  creatures, 
and  the  cause,  to  most  men,  of  everlasting 
suffering,  which  they  themselves  would  most 
justly  share.  This  couple  sat  hand  in  hand  ; 
the  service  was  full  of  praise  and  hope  and 
trust :  the  Psalms  were  exultant,  triumphant, 
jubilant :  the  sermon  was  a  ten  minutes* 
ejaculation  of  joy  and  thanks :  there  was  a 
Procession  with  banners,  to  cheer  up  the 
hearts  of  the  faithful — what  is  Faith  without 
a  Procession?  Comfort  stole  back  to  Elsie's 
troubled   heart:    she   felt    less  hke   an   out- 
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cast:  she  came  out  of  the  cliurch  with  re- 
newed confidence. 

It  was  still  daylight.  They  walked  round 
and  round  the  nearest  Square.  Jane  the 
housemaid  and  her  young  man  were  doing 
the  same  thing.  They  talked  with  confidence 
and  joy  of  the  future  before  them.  Presently 
the  rain  began  to  fall,  and  Elsie's  spirits  fell 
too. 

'  George,'  she  said,  '  are  we  selfish,  each  of 
us  ?  Is  it  right  for  me  to  drag  and  keep  you 
down  ? ' 

*  You  will  not.  You  will  raise  me  and  keep 
me  up.  Never  doubt  that,  Elsie.  I  am  the 
selfish  one  because  I  make  you  sacrifice  so 
much.' 

*  Oh  !  no — no.  It  is  no  sacrifice  for  me. 
You  must  make  me  brave,  George,  because 
I  am  told  every  day  by  Hilda  and  my  mother 
the  most  terrible  things.  I  have  been  miserable 
all  day  long.  I  suppose  it  is  the  battle  I  had 
with  my  mother  yesterday.' 

'  Your  mother  will  be  all  right  again  as 
VOL.  I.  M 
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soon  as  the  thing  is  done.  And  Hilda  will 
come  round  too.  She  will  want  to  show  you 
her  new  carriage  and  her  newest  dress. 
Nobody  admires  and  envies  the  rich  relation 
so  much  as  the  poor  relation.  That  is  the 
reason  why  the  poor  relation  is  so  much 
courted  and  petted  in  every  rich  family.  We 
shall  be  the  poor  relations,  you  know,  Elsie.' 

*  I  suppose  so.  We  must  accept  the  part 
and  play  it  properly.'  She  spoke  gaily,  but 
with  an  effort. 

*  She  will  give  you  some  of  her  old  dresses. 
And  she  will  ask  us  to  some  of  her  crushes ; 
but  we  won't  go.    Oh  I  Hilda  will  come  round. 

As  for  your  mother ' He  repressed  what 

he  was  about  to  say.  '  As  for  your  mother, 
Elsie,  there  is  no  obstinacy  so  desperate  that 
it  cannot  be  softened  by  something  or  other. 
The  constant  dropping,  you  know.  Give  her 
time.  If  she  refuses  to  change — ^why — then ' 
— again  he  changed  the  words  in  time — *  dear 
child,  we  must  make  our  own  happiness  for 
ourselves  without  our  own  folk  to  help  us.' 
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'  Yes  ;  we  will.  At  the  same  time,  George, 
thoiish  I  am  so  valiant  in  talk,  I  confess  that  I 
feel  as  low  as  a  schoolboy  who  is  going  to  be 
punished.' 

'  My  dear  Elsie,'  said  George  with  a  little 
exasperation,  '  if  they  will  not  come  round,  let 
them  stay  flat  or  square,  or  sulky,  or  anything. 
I  can  hardly  be  expected  to  feel  very  anxious 
for  a  change  of  temper  in  people  who  have 
said  so  many  hard  things  of  me.  To-morrow, 
dear,  you  shall  get  through  your  talk  with 
Mr.  Dering.  He's  as  hard  as  nails ;  but  he's 
a  just  man,  and  he  is  sensible.  In  the  evening, 
I  will  call  for  you  at  nine,  and  you  shall  tell 
me  what  he  said.  In  six  weeks  we  can  be 
married.  I  will  see  about  the  banns.  We 
will  find  a  lodging  somewhere,  pack  up  our 
things,  get  married,  and  move  in.  We  can't 
afford  a  honeymoon,  1  am  afraid.  That  shall 
come  afterwards  when  the  ship  comes  home.' 

'Yes.  When  I  am  with  you  I  fear 
nothing.  It  is  when  you  are  gone  :  when  I 
sit  by  myself  in  my  own  room,  and  know  that 
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in  the  next  room  my  mother  is  brooding  over 
her  wrath  and  keeping  it  warm — that  I  feel 
so  guilty.  To-night,  it  is  not  that  I  feel 
guilty  at  all :  it  is  quite  the  contrary ;  but  I 
feel  as  if  something  was  going  to  happen.' 

'  Something  is  going  to  happen,  dear.  I 
am  going  to  put  a  wedding  ring  round  this 
pretty  finger.' 

'  When  one  says  something  in  the  lan- 
guage of  superstition  one  means  something 
bad,  something  dreadful,  something  that  shall 
stand  between  us  and  force  us  apart.  Some- 
thing unexpected.' 

'  My  child,'  said  her  lover,  '  all  the  powers 
of  all  the  devils  shall  not  force  us  apart.'  A 
daring  and  comprehensive  boast. 

She  laughed  a  little,  hghtened  by  words 
so  brave.  'Here  we  are,  dear,'  she  said,  as 
they  arrived  at  the  house.  '  I  think  the  rain 
means  to  come  down  in  earnest.  You  had 
better  make  haste  home.  To-morrow  even- 
ing at  nine,  I  will  expect  you.' 

She  ran  lightly  up  the  steps  and  rang  the 
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bell :  tlie  door  was  opened  :  she  turned  her 
head,  laughed,  waved  her  hand  to  her  lover, 
and  ran  in. 

There  was  standing  on  the  kerb  beneath 
the  street  lamp  a  man  apparently  engaged  in 
lighting  a  cigar.  When  the  girl  turned,  the 
hght  of  the  lamp  fell  full  upon  her  face.  The 
man  stared  at  her,  forgetting  his  cigar  light, 
which  fell  burning  from  his  hand  into  the 
gutter.  When  the  door  shut  upon  her,  he 
stared  at  George,  who,  for  his  part,  his  mis- 
tress having  vanished,  stared  at  the  door. 

All  this  staring  occupied  a  period  of  at 
least  half  a  minute.  Then  George  turned  and 
walked  away :  the  man  struck  another  light, 
ht  his  cigar,  and  strode  away  too,  but  in  the 
same  direction.  Presently  he  caught  up 
George  and  laid  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

'  Here,  you  sir,'  he  said  gruffly ;  '  I  want  a 
word  with  you  before  we  go  any  further.' 

George  turned  upon  him  savagely.  No- 
body likes  a  heavy  hand  laid  upon  the  shoul- 
der.    In   the   old  days  it  generally  meant  a 
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writ  and  Whitecross  Street  and  other  unplea- 
sant things. 

'  Who  the  devil  are  you  ? '  he  asked. 

'  That   is  the  question  I  was  going ' 


He  stopped  and  laughed. — '  No — I  see  now. 
I  don't  want  to  ask  it.  You  are  George 
Austin,  are  you  not  ? ' 

'That  is  my  name.     But  who  are  you — 
and  what  do  you  want  with  me  ? ' 

The  man  was  a  stranger  to  him.  He  was 
dressed  in  a  velvet  coat  and  a  white  waist- 
coat :  he  wore  a  soft  felt  hat ;  and  with  the 
velvet  jacket,  the  felt  hat,  and  a  full  beard, 
he  looked  like  an  artist  of  some  kind.  At 
the  end  of  June  it  is  still  light  at  half-past 
nine.  George  saw  that  the  man  was  a  gentle- 
man :  his  features,  strongly  marked  and  clear 
cut,  reminded  him  of  something — but  vaguely  ; 
they  gave  him  the  common  feeling  of  having 
been  seen  or  known  at  some  remote  period. 
The  man  looked  about  thirty,  the  time  when 
the  physical  man  is  at  his  best:  he  was  of 
good  height,  well  set  up,  and  robust.     Some- 
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thing,  no  doubt,  in  the  Art  world  :  or  some- 
thing that  desired  to  appear  as  if  belonging  to 
the  Art  world.  Because,  you  see,  the  artists 
themselves  are  not  so  picturesque  as  those 
who  would  be  artists  if  they  could.  The 
unsuccessful  artist,  certainly,  is  sometimes  a 
most  picturesque  creature.  So  is  the  Model. 
The  rags  and  duds  and  threadbarity  too  often 
enter  largely  into  the  picturesque.  So  with 
the  ploughboy's  dinner  under  the  hedge,  or 
the  cotter's  Saturday  night.  And  the  village 
beershop  may  make  a  very  fine  picture  ;  but 
the  artist  himself  does  not  partake  in  those 
simple  joys. 

'  Well,  sir,  who  are  you  ? '  George  re- 
peated as  the  other  man  made  no  reply. 

'  Do  you  not  remember  me  ?  I  am  wait- 
ing to  give  you  a  chance.' 

'  No — certainly  not.' 

'Consider.  That  house  into  which  you 
have  just  taken  my — a  young  lady — does  it  not 
connect  itself  with  me  ?  ' 

'  No.     Why  should  it  ?  ' 
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*  Then  I  suppose  that  I  am  completely- 
forgotten.' 

'  It  is  very  strange.  I  seem  to  recall  your 
voice.' 

'  I  will  tell  you  who  I  am  by  another 
question.  George  Austin,  what  in  thunder 
are  you  doing  with  my  sister  .^  ' 

'  Your  sister  ? '  George  jumped  up  and 
stared.  'Your  sister?  Are  you — are  you 
Athelstan  come  home  again  ?  Eeally  and 
truly — Athelstan  ?  ' 

'  I  am  really  and  truly  Athelstan.  I  have 
been  back  in  England  about  a  fortnight.' 

'  You  are  Athelstan  ? '  George  looked  at 
him  curiously.  When  the  reputed  black- 
sheep  comes  home  again,  it  is  generally  in 
rags  with  a  long  story  of  fortune's  perse- 
cutions. This  man  was  not  in  the  least 
ragged.  On  the  contrary,  he  looked  prospe- 
rous. What  had  he  been  doing?  For, 
although  Elsie  continued  passionate  in  her 
belief  in  her  brother's  innocence,  everybody 
else  believed  that  he  had  run  away  to  escape 
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consequences,  and  George  among  the  number 
had  accepted  that  beUef. 

*  Your  beard  alters  you  greatly.  I  should 
not  have  known  you.  To  be  sure  it  is  eight 
years  since  I  saw  you  last,  and  I  was  only 
just  beginning  my  articles  when  you — left 
us.'  He  was  on  the  point  of  saying  '  when 
you  ran  away.' 

'  There  is  a  good  deal  to  talk  about.  Will 
you  come  with  me  to  my  rooms  ?  I  am 
putting  up  in  Half  Moon  Street.' 

Athelstan  hailed  a  passing  hansom  and 
they  drove  off. 

'  You  have  been  a  fortnight  in  London,' 
said  George,  '  and  yet  you  have  not  been  to 
see  your  own  people.' 

'  I  have  been  eight  years  away,  and  yet  I 
have  not  written  a  single  letter  to  my  own 
people.' 

George  asked  no  more  questions.  Arrived 
at  the  lodging,  they  went  in  and  sat  down. 
Athelstan  produced  soda  and  whisky  and 
cigars. 


170  THE  IVORY  GATE 

'Why  have  I  not  called  upon  my  own 
people  ? '  Athelstan  took  up  the  question 
again.  '  Because,  when  I  left  home,  I  swore 
that  I  would  never  return  until  they  came  to 
beg  forgiveness.  That  is  why.  Every  even- 
ing I  have  been  walking  outside  the  house,  in 
the  hope  of  seeing  some  of  them  without  their 
seeing  me.  For,  you  see,  I  should  like  to  go 
home  again  ;  but  I  will  not  go  as  I  went  away, 
under  a  shameful  cloud.  That  has  got  to  be 
lifted  first.  Presently  I  shall  know  whether 
it  is  Hfted.  Then  I  shall  know  how  to  act.  To- 
night, I  was  rewarded  by  the  sight  of  my  sister 
Elsie,  walking  home  with  you.  I  knew  her 
at  once.  She  is  taller  than  I  thouglit  she 
would  become  when  I  went  away.  Her  face 
hasn't  changed  much,  though.  She  always 
had  the  gift  of  sweet  looks,  which  isn't  quite, 
the  same  thing  as  beauty.  My  sister  Hilda, 
for  instance,  was  always  called  a  hand- 
some girl,  but  she  never  had  Elsie's  sweet 
looks.' 

'  She  has  the  sweetest  looks  in  the  world.' 
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'  What  are  you  doing  with  her,  George 
Austin,  I  ask  again  ?  ' 

'  We  are  engaged  to  be  married.' 

'  Married  ?  Elsie  married  ?  Wliy — she's 
— well — I  suppose  she  must  be  grown  up  by 
this  time.' 

'  Elsie  is  very  nearly  one-and-twenty.  She 
will  be  twenty-one  to-morrow.' 

'  Elsie  going  to  be  married.  It  seems 
absurd.  One-and-twenty  to-morrow.  Ah ! ' 
He  sat  up  eagerly.  '  Tell  me,  is  she  any 
richer?     Has  she  had  any  legacies  or  things  ? ' 

'  No.  How  should  she  ?  Her  dot  is 
her  sweet  self,  which  is  enough  for  any 
man.' 

'  And  you,  Austin.  I  remember  you  were 
an  articled  clerk  of  eighteen  or  nineteen  when 
I  went  away — are  you  rich  ?  ' 

Austin  blushed.  '  No,' he  said  ;  '  I  am  not. 
I  am  a  managing  clerk  at  your  old  office.  I 
get  two  hundred  a  year,  and  we  are  going  to 
marry  on  that.' 

Athelstan  nodded.     '  A  bold  thing  to  do. 
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However Twenty-one    to  morrow — we 

shall  see.' 

'  And  I  am  sorry  to  say  there  is  the 
greatest  opposition — on  the  part  of  your 
mother  and  your  other  sister.  I  am  not 
allowed  in  the  house,  and  Elsie  is  treated  as 
a  rebel.' 

'  Oh !  well.  If  you  see  your  way,  my 
boy,  get  married,  and  have  a  happy  life,  and 
leave  them  to  come  round  at  their  leisure. 
Elsie  has  a  heart  of  gold.  She  can  believe  in 
a  man.  She  is  the  only  one  of  my  people  who 
stood  up  for  me  when  they  accused  me  with- 
out a  shadow  of  proof  of The  only  one 

— the  only  one.  It  is  impossible  for  me  to 
forget  that — and  difficult,' he  added, '  to  forgive 
the  other  thing. — Is  my  sister  Hilda  still  at 
home?' 

'  No.  She  is  married  to  Sir  Samuel, 
brother  of  your  Mr.  Dering.  He  is  a  great 
deal  older  than  his  wife ;  but  he  is  very 
rich.' 

'  Oh ! — and  my  mother  ?  ' 


SOMETHING  HAPPENS  173 

'  I  believe  she  continues  in  good  health. 
I  am  not  allowed  the  privilege  of  calHng 
upon  her.' 

'And  my  old  chief?' 

'  He  also  continues  well.' 

'And  now,  since  we  have  cleared  the 
ground  so  far,  let  us  come  to  business.  How 
about  that  robbery  ? ' 

'  What  robbery  ? '  The  old  business  had 
taken  place  when  George  was  a  lad  just 
entering  upon  his  articles.  He  had  ceased  to 
think  of  it. 

'  What  robbery  ?  Man  alive  ! ' — Athelstan 
sprang  to  his  feet — '  there  is  only  one  robbery 
to  me  in  the  whole  history  of  the  world  since 
men  and  robberies  began.  What  robbery  ? 
Look  here.  Master  George  Austin,  when  a 
man  is  murdered,  there  is  for  that  man  only 
one  murder  in  the  whole  history  of  the  world. 
All  the  other  murders,  even  tliat  of  Abel 
himself,  are  of  no  concern  at  all — not  one 
bit.  He  isn't  interested  in  them.  They  don't 
matter  to  him  a  red  cent.     That's  my  case. 
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The  robbery  of  eight  years  ago,  which  took  a 
few  hundred  pounds  from  a  rich  man,  changed 
my  whole  Ufe ;  it  drove  me  out  into  the 
world ;  it  forced  me  for  a  time  to  live  among 
the  prodigals  and  the  swine  and  the  husks.  It 
handed  me  over  to  a  thousand  devils  ;  and  you 
ask  me  what  robbery  ?  ' 

'  I  am  very  sorry.  It  is  now  a  forgotten 
thing.  Nobody  remembers  it  any  more.  I 
doubt  whether  Mr.  Dering  himself  ever  thinks 
of  it.' 

'  Well,  what  was  discovered  after  all  ? 
Who  did  it  ?  ' 

'  Nothing  at  all  has  been  discovered.  No 
one  knows  to  this  day  who  did  it.' 

'Nothing  at  all? — I  am  disappointed. 
Hasn't  old  Checkley  done  time  for  it  ?  No- 
thing found  out  ? ' 

'  Nothing.  The  notes  were  stopped  in 
time,  and  were  never  presented.  After  five 
or  six  years  the  Bank  of  England  gave  Mr. 
Dering  notes  in  the  place  of  those  stolen. 
And  that  is  all  there  is  to  tell' 
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'  Nothing  discovered !  And  the  notes 
never  presented  ?  What  good  did  the  fellow 
get  by  it,  then  ?  ' 

'I  don't  know.  But  nothing  was  dis- 
covered.' 

'  Nothing  discovered  ! '  Athelstan  re- 
peated. '  Why,  I  took  it  for  granted  that  the 
truth  had  come  out  long  since.  I  was  making 
up  my  mind  to  call  upon  old  Dering.  I 
don't  think  I  shall  go  now. — And  my  sister 
Hilda  will  not  be  coming  here  to  express  her 
contrition.     I  am  disappointed.' 

'  You  can  see  Elsie  if  you  hke.' 

'Yes — I  can  see  her,'  he  repeated. 
— '  George ' — he  returned  to  the  old  subject — 
'do  you  know  the  exact  particulars  of  that 
robbery  ? ' 

'  There  was  a  forged  cheque,  and  the 
Bank  paid  it  across  the  counter.' 

'  The  cheque,'  Athelstan  explained,  '  was 
made  payable  to  the  order  of  a  certain  un- 
known person  named  Edmund  Gray.  It  was 
endorsed    by    that    name.     To    prove    that 
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forgery,  they  should  have  got  the  cheque 
and  examined  the  endorsement.  That  was  the 
first  thing,  certainly.  I  wonder  how  they 
began.' 

'  I  do  not  know.  It  was  while  I  was  in 
my  articles,  and  all  we  heard  was  a  vague 
report.  You  ought  not  to  have  gone  away. 
You  should  have  stayed  to  fight  it  out.' 

'  I  was  right  to  give  up  my  berth  after 
what  the  chief  said.  How  could  I  remain 
drawing  his  pay  and  doing  his  work,  when  he 
had  calmly  given  me  to  understand  that  the 
forgery  lay  between  two  hands,  and  that  he 
strongly  suspected  mine  ? ' 

'Did  Mr.  Dering  really  say  so?  Did  he 
go  so  far  as  that?' 

'  So  I  walked  out  of  the  place.  I  should 
have  stayed  at  home  and  waited  for  the 
clearing  up  of  the  thing,  but  for   my   own 

people — who — well — you  know .  So  I  went 

away  in  a  rage.' 

'  And  have  you  come  back — as  you  went 
— in  a  rage  ?  ' 
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'Well — you  see,  that  is  the  kind  of  fire 
that  keeps  alight  of  its  own  accord.' 

'  I  believe  that  some  sort  of  a  search  was 
made  for  this  Edmund  Gray  ;  but  I  do  not 
know  how  long  it  lasted  or  who  was  em- 
ployed.' 

'  Detectives  are  no  good.  Perhaps  the 
chief  didn't  care  to  press  the  business.  Per- 
haps he  learned  enough  to  be  satisfied  that 
Checkley  was  the  man.  Perhaps  he  was  un- 
willing to  lose  an  old  servant.  Perhaps  the 
villain  confessed  the  thing.  It  all  comes  back 
to  me  fresh  and  clear,  thougli  for  eight  long 
years  I  have  not  talked  with  a  soul  about  it.' 

'  Tell  me,'  said  George,  a  little  out  of 
sympathy  with  this  dead  and  buried  forgery 
— '  tell  me  where  you  have  been — what  you 
have  done — and  what  you  are  doing  now.' 

'  Presently — presently,'  he  replied  with 
impatience.  '  I  am  sure  now  that  I  was 
wrong.  I  should  not  have  left  the  country. 
I  should  have  taken  a  lodging  openly,  and 
waited  and  looked  on.     Yes  ;  that  would  have 

Y0I<.  I.  If 
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been  better.  Then  I  should  have  seen  that 
old  villain,  Checkley,  in  the  dock.  Perhaps 
it  is  not  yet  too  late.  Still — eight  years. 
Who  can  expect  a  commissionnaire  to  remem- 
ber a  single  message  after  eight  years  ?  ' 

'  Well — and  now  tell  me,'  George  asked 
again,  '  what  you  have  been  doing.' 

'  The  black-sheep  always  turns  up,  doesn't 
he  ?  You  learn  at  home  that  he  has  got  a 
berth  in  the  Eocky  Mountains ;  but  he  jacks 
it  up  and  goes  to  Melbourne,  where  he  falls 
on  his  feet ;  but  gets  tired,  and  moves  on  to 
New  Zealand,  and  so  home  again.  It's  the 
regular  round.' 

'  You  are  apparently  the  black-sheep  whose 
wool  is  dyed  white.  There  are  threads  of  gold 
in  it.     You  look  prosperous.' 

'  A  few  years  ago  I  was  actually  in  the 
possession  of  money.  Then  I  became  poor 
again.  After  a  good  many  adventures  I  be- 
came a  journalist.  The  profession  is  in  Ame- 
rica the  refuge  of  the  educated  unsuccessful, 
and  the  hope  of  the  uneducated  unsuccessful. 
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I  am  doing  as  well  as  journalists  in  America 
generally  do :  I  am  over  here  as  the  represen- 
tative of  a  Francisco  paper.  And  I  expect  to 
stay  for  some  time — so  long  as  I  can  be  of 
service  to  my  people.     That's  all.' 

'  Well — it  might  be  a  great  deal  worse. 
And  won't  you  come  to  Pembridge  Crescent 
with  me  ? ' 

'  When  the  cloud  is  lifted :  not  before. 
And — George — not  a  word  about  me.  Don't 
tell — yet — even  Elsie.' 


k2 
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CHAPTEE  VI 

SOMETHING   MOKE   HAPPENS 

Checkley  held  the  door  of  the  office  wide 
open,  and  invited  Elsie  to  enter.  The  aspect 
of  the  room,  solid  of  furniture,  severe  in  its 
fittings,  with  its  vast  table  covered  with 
papers,  struck  her  with  a  kind  of  terror.  At 
the  table  sat  her  guardian,  austere  of  coun- 
tenance. 

All  the  way  along  she  had  been  imagining 
a  dialogue.  He  would  begin  with  certain 
words.  She  would  reply,  firmly  but  respect- 
fully, with  certain  other  words.  He  would 
go  on.  She  would  again  reply.  And  so  on. 
Everybody  knows  the  consolations  of  imagina- 
tion in  framing  dialogues  at  times  of  trouble. 
Q'hey  never  come  off.  The  beginning  is  never 
what  is  expected,  and  the  sequel,  therefore. 
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has  to  be  changed  on  the  spot.  The  condi- 
tions of  the  interview  had  not  been  reahsed 
by  Elsie.  Also  the  beginning  was  not  what 
she  expected.  For  her  guardian,  instead  of 
frowning  with  a  brow  of  corrugated  iron,  and 
holding  up  a  finger  of  warning,  received  her 
more  pleasantly  than  she  had  imagined  it 
possible  for  him,  bade  her  sit  down,  and 
leaned  back,  looking  at  her  kindly. 

'  And  so,'  he  said,  '  you  are  twenty-one — ■ 
twenty-one — to-day.  I  am  no  longer  your 
guardian.  You  are  twenty-one.  Everything 
that  is  past  seems  to  have  happened  yester- 
day. So  that  it  is  needless  to  say  that  you 
were  a  baby  only  yesterday.' 

*  Yes  ;  I  am  really  twenty-one.* 
'I  congratulate  you.  To  be  twenty- one 
is,  I  beheve,  for  a  young  lady  at  least,  a  plea- 
sant time  of  hfe.  For  my  own  part,  I  have 
almost  forgotten  the  memory  of  youth. 
Perhaps  I  never  had  the  time  to  be  young. 
Certainly  I  have  never  understood  why  some 
men  regret  their  youth  so  passionately.     As 
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for  your  sex,  Elsie,  I  know  very  little  of  it 
except  in  the  way  of  business.  In  that  way, 
which  does  not  admit  of  romance,  I  must  say 
that  I  have  sometimes  found  ladies  importu- 
nate, tenacious,  exacting,  persistent,  and  even 
revengeful.' 

'  Oh  ! '  said  Elsie,  with  a  little  winning 
smile  of  concihation.  This  was  only  a  begin- 
ning— a  prelude — before  the  unpleasantness. 

*  That,  Elsie,  is  my  unfortunate  experience 
of  women — always  in  the  way  of  business, 
which  of  course  may  bring  out  the  worst 
qualities.  In  society,  of  which  I  have  little 
experience,  they  are  doubtless — charming — 
charming.'  He  repeated  the  word,  as  if  he 
had  found  an  adjective  of  whose  meaning  he 
was  not  quite  clear.  '  An  old  bachelor  is  not 
expected,  at  the  age  of  seventy-five,  to  know 
much  about  such  a  subject.  The  point  before 
us  is  that  you  have  this  day  arrived  at  the 
mature  age  of  twenty-one.  That  is  the  first 
thing,  and  I  congratulate  you.  The  first 
thing.' 
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'  I  wonder,'  thought  Elsie  timidly,  '  when 
he  will  begin  upon  the  next  thing — the  real 
thing.' 

There  lay  upon  the  table  before  him  a 
paper  with  notes  upon  it.  He  took  it  up, 
looked  at  it,  and  laid  it  down  again.  Then 
he  turned  to  Elsie  and  smiled — he  actually 
smiled — he  unmistakably  smiled.  '  At  twenty- 
one,'  he  said,  '  some  young  ladies  who  are 
heiresses  come  into  their  property  ' 

'Those  who  are  heiresses.  Unhappily,  I 
am  not.' 

'  Come  into  their  property — their  property. 
It  must  be  a  beautiful  thing  for  a  girl  to  come 
into  property,  unexpectedly,  at  twenty-one. 
For  a  man,  a  temptation  to  do  nothing  and  to 
make  no  more  money.  Bad  !  Bad  !  But  for 
a  girl  already  engaged,  a  girl  who  wants 
money,  a  girl  who  is  engaged — eh? — to  a 
penniless  young  solicitor  ' 

Elsie  turned  crimson.  This  was  the  thing 
she  expected. 

'  Under  such  circumstances,  I  say,  such  a 
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stroke  of  fortune  would  be  providential  and 
wonderful,  would  it  not  ? ' 

She  blushed  and  turned  pale,  and  blushed 
again.  She  also  felt  a  strong  disposition  to 
cry — but  repressed  that  disposition. 

'  In  your  case,  for  instance,  such  a  wind- 
fall would  be  most  welcome.  Your  case  is 
rather  a  singular  case.  You  do  not  belong 
to  a  family  which  has  generally  disregarded 
money — quite  the  reverse — you  should  inherit 
the  love  of  money — yet  you  propose  to  throw 
away  what  I  beheve  are  very  good  prospects, 
and ' 

'  My  only  prospect  is  to  marry  George 
Austin.' 

'  So  you  think.  I  have  heard  from  your 
mother,  and  I  have  seen  your  sister  Hilda. 
They  object  very  strongly  to  the  engage- 
ment.' 

'  I  know,  of  course,  what  they  would 
say.' 

'  Therefore,  I  need  not  repeat  it,'  replied 
Mr.  Bering  dryly.     '  I  learn,  then,  that  you 
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are  not  only  engaged  to  this  young  gentleman, 
but  tliat  you  are  also  proposing  to  marry 
upon  the  small  income  which  he  now  pos- 
sesses.' 

'  Yes — we  are  prepared  to  begin  the 
world  upon  that  income.' 

'  Your  mother  asked  me  what  chance  he 
has  in  his  profession.  In  this  office  he  can 
never  rise  to  a  considerable  salary  as  manag- 
ing clerk.  If  he  had  money,  he  might  buy  a 
partnership.  But  he  has  none,  and  his  friends 
have  none.  And  the  profession  is  congested. 
He  may  remain  all  his  life  in  a  position  not 
much  better  than  he  now  occupies.  The 
prospect,  Elsie,  is  not  brilliant.' 

'No — we  are  fully  aware  of  that.  And 
yet ' 

'  Allow  me,  my  dear  child.  You  are 
yourself — we  will  say  for  the  moment — with- 
out any  means  of  your  own.' 

*  I  have  nothing.' 

'  Or  any  expectations,  except  from  your 
mother,  who  is  not  yet  sixty.' 
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'  I  could  not  count  upon  my  mother's 
death.  Besides,  she  says  that,  if  I  persist,  she 
will  not  leave  me  anything  at  all.' 

'  So  much  I  understand  from  herself. 
Her  present  intention  is  to  remove  your  name 
from  her  will,  in  case  you  go  on  with  this  pro- 
posed marriage.' 

'My  mother  will  do  what  she  pleases  with 
her  property,'  said  Elsie.  '  If  she  thinks  that 
I  will  give  way  to  a  threat  of  this  kind,  she 
does  not  know  me.' 

'  Do  not  let  us  speak  of  threats.  I  am 
laying  before  you  facts.  Here  they  are 
plainly.  Young  Austin  has  a  very  small 
income  :  he  has  very  little  prospect  of  getting 
a  substantial  income :  you,  so  far  as  you 
know,  have  nothing ;  and,  also  so  far  as  you 
know,  you  have  no  prospect  of  anything. 
Tliese  are  the  facts,  are  they  not  ?  ' 

'  Yes — I  suppose  these  are  the  facts.  We 
shall  be  quite  poor — very  likely,  quite  poor 
always.'  The  tears  rose  to  her  eyes.  But 
this  was  not  a  place  for  crying. 
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'  I  want  you  to  understand  these  facts  very 
clearly,'  Mr.  Dering  insisted.  '  Believe  me,  I 
do  not  wish  to  give  you  pain.' 

'  All  this,'  said  Elsie,  with  the  beginnings 
of  the  family  obstinacy  in  her  eyes,  '  I  clearly 
understand.  I  have  had  them  put  before  me 
too  often.' 

'  I  also  learn  from  3^our  sister.  Lady 
Dering,  that  if  you  abandon  this  marriage  she 
is  ready  to  do  anything  for  you  that  she  can. 
Her  house,  her  carriage,  her  servants — you 
can  command  them  all,  if  you  please.  This 
you  know.  Have  you  considered  the  mean- 
ing of  what  you  propose  ?  Can  you  consider 
it  calmly  ? ' 

'  I  believe  we  have.' 

'  On  the  one  side  poverty — not  what  is 
called  a  small  income.  Many  people  live  very 
well  on  what  is  called  a  small  income — but 
grinding,  hard  poverty,  which  exacts  real  priva- 
tions and  burdens  you  with  unexpected  loads. 
My  dear  young  lady,  you  have  been  brought 
up  to  a  certain  amount  of  plenty  and  ease,  if 
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not  to  luxury.  Do  you  think  you  can  get 
along  without  plenty  and  ease  ?  ' 

'  If  George  can,  I  can.' 

'  Can  you  become  a  servant — cook,  house- 
maid, lady's-maid — as  well  as  a  wife — a  nurse 
as  well  as  a  mother  ?  ' 

'  If  George  is  made  happier  by  my  becom- 
ing anything — anything,  it  will  only  make  me 
happier.  Mr.  Dering,  I  am  sure  you  wish  me 
well — you  are  my  father's  old  friend — ^you 
have  always  advised  my  mother  in  her 
troubles — my  brother  was  articled  to  you — 

but ' She  paused,  remembering  that  he 

had  not  been  her  brother's  best  friend. 

'  I  mean  the  best  possible  for  you.  Mean- 
time, you  are  quite  fixed  in  your  own  mind : 
you  are  set  upon  this  thing.  That  is  clear. 
There  is  one  other  way  of  looking  at  it.  You 
yourself  seem  chiefly  desirous,  I  think,  to  make 
the  man  you  love  happy.  So  much  the 
better  for  him. — Are  you  quite  satisfied  that 
the  other  party  to  the  agreement,  your  lover, 
will  remain  happy  while  he  sees  you  slaving 
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for  liim,  while  he  feels  his  own  helplessness, 
and  while  he  gets  no  relief  from  the  grinding 
poverty  of  his  household — while — lastly — he 
sees  his  sons  taking  their  place  on  a  lower 
level,  and  his  daughters  taking  a  place  below 
the  rank  of  gentlewoman  ?  ' 

'  I  reply  by  another  question. — You  have 
had  George  in  your  office  as  articled  clerk 
and  managing  clerk  for  eight  years.  Is  he, 
or  is  he  not,  steadfast,  clear-headed,  one  who 
knows  his  own  mind,  and  one  who  can  be 
trusted  in  all  things  ? ' 

'Perhaps,'  said  Mr.  Dering,  inclining  his 
head.     '  How  does  that  advance  him  ? ' 

'  Then,  if  you  trust  him,  why  should  not  I 
trust  him  ?  I  trust  George  altogether — alto- 
gether. If  he  does  not  get  on,  it  will  be 
through  no  fault  of  his.  We  shall  bear  our 
burden  bravely,  believe  me,  Mr.  Dering. 
You  will  not  hear  him — or  me — complain. 
Besides,  I  am  full  of  hope.  Oh  !  it  can  never 
be  in  this  country  that  a  man  who  is  a  good 
workman  should  not  be  able  to  get  oo,    Then 
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I  can  paint  a  little — not  very  well,  perhaps. 
But  I  have  thought — you  will  not  laugh  at 
me — that  I  might  paint  portraits  and  get  a 
little  money  that  way.' 

'  It  is  quite  possible  that  he  may  succeed, 
and  that  you  may  increase  the  family  income. 
Everything  is  possible.     But,  remember,  you 
are  building  on  possibihties,  and  I  on  facts. 
Plans  very  beautiful   and  easy  at  the  outset 
often  prove  most  difficult  in  the  carrying  out. 
My  experience  of  marriages  is  learned  by  fifty 
years  of  work,  not  imaginative,  but  practical. 
I  have  learned  that  without  adequate  means 
no  marriage'  can  be  happy.     That  is  to  say,  I 
have  never  come  across  any  case  of  wedded 
poverty   where  the  husband  or  the  wife,  or 
both,  did  not  regret  the  day  when  they  faced 
poverty  together  instead  of  separately.     That, 
I  say,  is  my  experience  of  such  marriages.     It 
is   so    easy   to   say   that  hand   in  hand  evils 
may  be   met   and    endured   which  would  be 
intolerable   if  one   was  alone.     It   isn't  only 
hand  in  hand,  Elsie.     The  hands  are  wanted 
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for   the  baby,  and  the  evils  will  fall  on  the 

children  yet  unborn.' 

Elsie   hung   her  head.     Then  she  replied 

timidly :     '  I  have  thought  even  of  that.     It 

only  means  that  we  go  lower  down  in  the 

social  scale.' 

'  Only  ?     Yet  that  is  everything.     People 

who  are  well  up  the  ladder  too  often  deride 
those  who  are  fighting  and  strugghng  to  get 
up  higher.  It  is  great  folly  or  great  igno- 
rance to  laugh.  Social  position,  in  such  a 
country  as  ours,  means  independence,  self- 
respect,  dignity,  all  kinds  of  valuable  things. 
You  will  throw  these  all  away — yet  your 
grandfathers  won  them  for  you  by  hard 
work.  You  are  yourself  a  gentlewoman — 
why  ?  Because  they  made  their  way  up  in 
the  world,  and  placed  their  sons  also  in  the 
way  to  climb.  That  is  how  families  are 
made — by  three  generations  at  least  of 
steady  work  uphill.' 

Elsie   shook   her  head    sadly.     '  We  can 
only  hope,'  she  murmured. 
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'  One  more  word,  and  I  will  say  no  more. 
Eemember,  that  love  or  no  love,  resignation 
or  not,  patience  or  not,  physical  comfort  is 
the  beginning  and  the  foundation  of  all 
happiness.  If  you  and  your  husband  can 
satisfy  the  demands  of  physical  comfort,  you 
may    be  happy — or    at    least  resigned.       If 

not Well,   Elsie,  that  is  all.     I  should 

not  have  said  so  much  had  I  not  promised 
your  mother  and  your  sister.  I  am  touched, 
I  confess,  by  your  courage  and  your  resolution.' 

'  We  mean  never  to  regret,  never  to  look 
back,  and  always  to  work  and  hope,'  said 
Elsie.  'You  will  remain  our  friend,  Mr. 
Dering  ?  ' 

'  Surely,  surely. — And  now  ' 

'  Now ' — Elsie  rose — '  I  will  not  keep  you 
any  longer.  You  have  said  what  you  wished 
to  say  very  kindly,  and  I  thank  you.' 

'  No. — Sit  down  again ;  I  haven't  done  with 
you  yet,  child.  Sit  down  again.  No  more 
about  that  young  villain — George  Austin.'  He 
spoke  so  good-humouredly,  that  Elsie  com^ 
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plied  wondering,  but  no  longer  afraid. 
'Nothing  more  about  your  engagement. 
Now,  listen  carefully,  because  this  is  mo§t 
important.  Three  or  four  years  ago  a  person 
wrote  to  me.  That  person  informed  me  that 
he — for  convenience  we  will  call  the  person 
a  man — wislied  to  place  a  certain  sum  of 
money  in  my  hands  in  trust — for  you.' 

'  For  me  ?  Do  you  mean  —  in  trust  ? 
What  is  Trust  ? ' 

*  He  gave  me  this  sum  of  money  to  be 
given  to  you  on  your  twenty-first  birthday.' 

'  Oh  ! '  Elsie  sat  up  with  open  eyes.  '  A 
sum  of  money  ? — and  to  me  ? ' 

'With  a  condition  or  two.  The  first 
condition  w^as,  that  the  interest  should  be 
invested  as  it  came  in  :  the  next,  that  I  was 
on  no  account— mind,  on  no  account  at  all 
— to  tell  you  or  any  one  of  the  existence  of 
the  gift  or  the  name  of  the  donor.  You  are 
now  twenty-one.  I  have  been  careful  not  to 
afford  you  the  least  suspicion  of  this  happy 
windfall      until     the      time     should     arrive. 

VOL.  I.  O 
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Neither  your  mother,  nor  your  sister,  nor 
your  lover,  knows  or  suspects  anything  about 
it.' 

'  Oh  ! '  Elsie  said  once  more.  An  inter- 
jection may  be  defined  as  a  prolonged  mono- 
syllable, generally  a  vowel,  uttered  when  no 
words  can  do  justice  to  the  subject. 

'And  here,  my  dear  young  lady' — Elsie 
cried  '  Oh  ! '  once  more  because — the  most 
curious  thing  in  the  world — Mr.  Bering's 
grave  face  suddenly  relaxed  and  the  lines 
assumed  the  very  benevolence  which  she  had 
the  day  before  imparted  to  his  portrait,  and 
wished  to  see  upon  his  face  ! — '  Here,  my  dear 
young  lady ' — he  laid  his  hand  upon  a  paper — 
*  is  the  list  of  the  investments  which  I  have 
made  of  that  money.  You  have,  in  fact,  money 
in  Corporation  bonds — Newcastle,  Nottingham, 
Wolverhampton.  You  have  water  shares — 
you  have  gas  shares — all  good  investments, 
yielding  at  the  price  of  purchase  an  average 
of  nearly  three  and  two-thirds  per  cent.' 

'Investments?     Why — how  much  money 
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was  it,  then  ?  I  was  thinking  when  you  spoke 
of  a  sum  of  money,  of  ten  pounds,  perhaps.' 

'  No,  Elsie,  not  ten  pounds.  The  money 
placed  in  my  hands  for  your  use  was  over 
twelve  thousand  pounds.  With  accumula- 
tions, there  is  now  a  little  under  thirteen 
thousand.' 

'  Oh  ! '  cried  Elsie  for  the  third  time  and 
for  the  same  reason.  No  Avords  could  express 
her  astonishment. 

'  Yes  ;  it  will  produce  al:)0ut  four  hundred 
and  eighty  pounds  a  year.  Perhaps,  as  some 
of  the  stock  has  gone  up,  it  might  be  sold  out 
and  placed  to  better  advantage.  We  may  get 
it  up  to  five  hundred  pounds.' 

'Do  you  mean,  Mr.  Dering,  that  I  have 
actually  got  five  hundred  pounds  a  year — all 
my  own  ? ' 

'  That  is  certainly  my  meaning.  You  have 
nearly  five  hundred  pounds  a  year  all  your 
own — entirely  your  own,  without  any  con- 
ditions whatever — your  own.' 

'Oh!'     Slie    sat    in    sdencc,    lier    hands 
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locked.  Then  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 
'  Oh,  George ! '  she  murmured,  '  you  will  not 
be  so  very  poor  after  all.' 

'  That  is  all  I  have  to  say  to  you  at  present, 
Elsie,'  said  Mr.  Bering.  '  Now  you  may  run 
away  and  leave  me.  Come  to  dinner  this 
evening.  Your  mother  and  your  sister  are 
coming.  I  shall  ask  Austin  as  well.  We  may 
perhaps  remove  some  of  those  objections. 
Dinner  at  seven  sharp,  Elsie. — And  now  you 
can  leave  me.' 

'  I  said  last  night,'  said  Elsie,  clasping  her 
hands  with  feminine  superstition,  '  that  some- 
thing was  going  to  happen.  But  I  thought  it 
was  something  horrid.  Oh.  Mr.  Dering,  if  you 
only  knew  how  happy  you  have  made  me ! 
I  don't  know  what  to  say.  I  feel  stunned. 
Five  hundred  pounds  a  year  !  Oh,  it  is  won- 
derful! What  shall  I  say?  What  shall  I 
say?' 

'  You  will  say  nothing.  Go  away  now. 
Come  to  dinner  this  evening. — Go  away,  my 
young  heiress.     Go  and  make  plans  how  to 
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live  on  your  enlarged  income.  It  will  not 
prove  too  much.' 

Elsie  rose.  Then  she  turned  again.  'Oh, 
I  had  actually  forgotten.  Won't  you  tell  the 
man — or  the  woman — who  gave  you  that 
money  for  me,  that  I  thank  him  from  my  very 
heart  ?  It  isn't  that  I  think  so  much  about 
money,  but  oh  !  the  dreadful  trouble  that  there 
has  been  at  home  because  George  has  none — 
and  this  will  do  something  to  reconcile  my 
mother.  Don't  you  think  it  will  make  all  the 
difference  ? ' 

'  I  hope  that  before  the  evening  you  will 
find  that  all  opposition  has  been  removed,' 
said  her  guardian  cautiously. 

She  walked  away  in  a  dream.  She  found 
herself  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields :  she  walked 
all  round  that  great  square,  also  in  a  dream. 
The  spectre  of  poverty  had  vanished.  She 
was  rich  :  she  was  rich  :  she  had  five  liundred 
pounds  a  year.  Between  them  tliey  would 
have  seven  hundred  pounds  a  year.  It  seemed 
enormous.     Seven   hundred   pounds  a  year  ! 
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Seven  —  seven  —  seven    hundred    pounds    a 
year ! 

She  got  out  into  the  street  called  Holborn, 
and  she  took  the  modest  omnibus,  this  heiress 
of  untold  wealth.  How  much  was  it  ? 
Thirteen  millions  ?  or  thirteen  thousand  ? 
One  seemed  as  much  as  the  other.  Twelve 
thousand :  with  accumulations :  with  ac- 
cumulations— ations — ations.  The  wheels  of 
the  vehicle  groaned  out  these  musical  words 
all  the  way.  It  was  in  the  morning  when  the 
Bayswater  omnibus  is  full  of  girls  going  home 
to  lunch  after  shopping  or  looking  at  the 
shops.  Elsie  looked  at  these  girls  as  they  sat 
along  the  narrow  benches.  '  My  dears,'  she 
longed  to  say,  but  did  not,  '  I  hope  you  have 
every  one  got  a  brave  lover,  and  that  you 
have  all  got  twelve  thousand  pounds  apiece — 
with  accumulations — twelve  thousand  pounds 
— with  accumulations — ations — ations — realis- 
ing four  hundred  and  eighty  pounds  a  year, 
and  perhaps  a  little  more.  With  accumula- 
tions— ations — ations — accumulations.' 
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She  ran  into  the  house  and  up  the  stairs 
singing.  At  the  sound  of  her  voice  her 
mother,  engaged  in  calculations  of  the 
greatest  difficulty,  paused  wondering.  When 
she  understood  that  it  was  the  voice  of  her 
child  and  not  an  organ-grinder,  she  became 
angr}'.  What  right  had  the  girl  to  run  about 
singing  ?     Was  it  insolent  bravado  ? 

Elsie  opened  the  door  of  the  drawing- 
room  and  ran  in.  Her  mother's  cold  face 
repelled  her.  She  was  going  to  tell  the  joyful 
news — but  she  stopped. 

'  You  have  seen  Mr.  Dering  ?  '  asked  her 
mother. 

'  Yes  ;  I  have  seen  him.' 

'  If  he  has  brought  you  to  reason  ' 

'Oh!  He  has— he  has.  I  am  entirely 
reasonable.' 

Mrs.  Arundel  was  astonished.  The  girl 
was  flushed  of  face  and  bright  of  eye  ;  her 
breatli  was  quick ;  her  lips  were  parted. 
She  looked  entirely  happy. 

'  My  dear  mother,'  she  went  on,  '  I  am  to 
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dine  with  him  to-night.  Hilda  is  to  dine  with 
him  to-night.  You  are  to  dine  with  him  to- 
night. It  is  to  be  a  family  party.  He  will  bring 
us  all  to  reason — to  a  bag  full  of  reasons.' 

'  Elsie,  this  seems  to  me  to  be  mirth  mis- 
placed.' 

'  No — no — in  its  right  place — reasons  all 
in  a  row  and  on  three  shelves,  labelled  and 
arranged  and  classified.' 

'  You  talk  in  enigmas.' 

'  My  dear  mother ' — yet  that  morning  the 
dear  mother  would  not  speak  to  the  dear 
daughter — 'I  talk  in  enigmas  and  I  sing  in 
conundrums.  I  feel  like  an  oracle  or  a 
Delphic  old  woman  for  dark  sayings.' 

She  ran  away,  slamming  the  door  after 
her.  Her  mother  heard  her  singing  in  her 
studio  all  to  herself  '  Can  she  be  in  her  right 
mind  ?  '  she  asked  anxiously.  '  To  marry  a 
Pauper — to  receive  the  admonition  of  her 
guardian — and  such  a  guardian — and  to  come 
home  singing.  'Twould  be  better  to  lock  her 
up  than  let  her  marry.' 


CHAPTER  Vn 

SOMETHING    ELSE    IIAPrENS 

Mr.  Dering  lay  back  in  his  cliair,  gazing  at 
the  door — the  unrcraantic  office  door — through 
which  Elsie  had  just  passed.  I  suppose  that 
even  the  driest  of  old  bachelors  and  lawyers 
may  be  touched  by  the  sight  of  a  young  girl 
made  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  happy.  Per- 
haps the  mere  apparition  of  a  lovely  girl, 
dainty  and  delicate  and  sweet,  daintily  and 
delicately  apparelled,  so  as  to  look  like  a  god- 
dess or  a  wood-nymph  rather  than  a  creature 
of  clay,  may  have  awakened  old  and  long-for- 
gotten thoughts  before  the  instincts  of  youth 
were  stifled  by  piles  of  parchment.  It  is  the 
peculiar  and  undisputed  privilege  of  the  his- 
torian to  read  thoughts,  but  it  is  not  always 
necessary  to  write  them  down. 
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He  sat  up  and  sighed.  '  I  have  not  told 
her  all,'  he  murmured.  '  She  shall  be  happier 
still.'  He  touched  his  hand-bell.  '  Checkley,' 
he  said,  '  ask  Mr.  Austin  kindly  to  step  this 
way. — A  day  of  surprise — of  joyful  surprise — 
for  both.' 

It  was  indeed  to  be  a  day  of  good  fortune, 
as  you  shall  see. 

He  opened  a  drawer  and  took  out  a 
document  rolled  and  tied,  which  he  laid  upon 
the  table  before  him. 

George  obeyed  the  summons,  not  without 
misgiving,  for  Elsie,  he  knew,  must  by  this 
time  have  had  the  dreaded  interview,  and  the 
call  might  have  some  reference  to  his  own 
share  in  the  great  contumacy.  To  incur  the 
displeasure  of  his  employer  in  connection 
with  that  event  might  lead  to  serious  conse- 
quences. 

Astonishing  thing !  Mr.  Dering  received 
him  with  a  countenance  that  seemed  trans- 
formed. He  smiled  benevolently  upon  him. 
He  even  laughed.     He  smiled  when  George 
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opened  the  door :  lie  laughed  when,  in 
obedience  to  a  gesture  of  invitation,  George 
took  a  chair.  He  actually  laughed :  not 
weakly  or  foolishly,  but  as  a  strong  man 
laughs. 

'  I  want  ten  minutes  with  you,  George 
Austin '  —  he  actually  used  the  Christian 
name — '  ten  minutes  or  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
or  perhaps  half  an  hour.'  He  laughed  again. 
'  Now,  then ' — his  face  assumed  its  usual 
judicial  expression,  but  his  lips  broke  into 
unaccustomed  smiles — '  Now  then,  sir,  I  have 
just  seen  my  ward — my  former  ward,  for  she 
is  now  of  age — and  have  heard — well — every- 
thing there  was  to  hear.' 

'  I  have  no  doubt,  sir,  that  what  you 
heard  from  Elsie  was  the  exact  truth.' 

'I  believe  so.  The  questions  which  I  put 
to  her  I  also  put  to  you.  How  do  you  pro- 
pose to  live  ?  On  j^our  salary  ?  You  have  been 
engaged  to  my  late  ward  without  asking 
the  permission  of  her  guardians — that  is 
her  mother  and  myself.' 
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'That  is  not  quite  tlie  case.  We  found 
that  her  mother  opposed  the  engagement, 
and  therefore  it  was  not  necessary  to  ask 
your  permission.  We  agreed  to  let  the 
matter  rest  until  she  should  be  of  age. 
Meanwhile,  we  openly  corresponded  and  saw- 
each  other.' 

'It  is  a  distinction  without  a  difTercnce, 
Perhaps  what  you  would  call  a  legal  distinc- 
tion. You  now  propose  to  marry.  Elsie 
Arundel  is  no  longer  my  ward  ;  but,  as  a 
friend,  I  venture  to  ask  you  how  you  propose 
to  live?  A  wife  and  a  house  cost  money. 
Shall  you  keep  house  and  wife  on  your  salary 
alone  ?     Have  you  any  other  resources  ? ' 

There  are  several  ways  of  putting  these 
awkward  questions.  There  is  especially  the 
way  of  accusation,  by  which  you  charge  the 
guilty  young  man  of  being  by  his  own  fault 
one  of  a  very  large  family — of  having  no 
money  and  no  expectations — nothing  at  all, 
unless  he  can  make  it  for  himself.  It  is  the 
manner   generally    adopted    by    parents    and 
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guardians.  Mr.  Dering,  however,  when  he 
put  the  question  smiled  genially  and  rubbed 
his  hands — a  thing  so  unusual  as  to  be  terri- 
fying in  itself— as  if  he  was  uttering  a  joke — 
a  thing  he  never  had  done  in  his  life.  The 
question,  however,  even  when  put  in  this, 
the  kindest  way,  is  one  most  awkward  for 
any  young  man,  and  especially  to  a  young 
man  in  either  branch  of  the  law,  and  most 
especially  to  a  young  man  beginning  the 
ascent  of  the  lower  branch. 

Consider,  of  all  the  professions,  crowded 
as  they  are.  tliere  is  none  so  crowded  as  this 
branch  of  the  law.  '  What,'  asks  anxious 
Quiverful  Perc,  '  shall  I  do  with  this  boy  of 
mine  ?  I  will  spend  a  thousand  pounds 
upon  him  and  make  him  a  solicitor.  Once 
he  has  passed,  the  way  is  clear  for  him.' 
'  How,'  asks  the  ambitious  man  of  trade, 
'  shall  I  advance  my  son  ?  I  will  make  him 
a  lawyer ;  once  passed  he  will  open  an  cffice 
and  get  a  practice  and  become  rich.  He  will 
be  a  gentleman.      And  his  children  will  be 
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born  gentlemen.'  Very  good  ;  a  most  laud- 
able custom  it  is  in  this  realm  of  Great 
Britain  for  the  young  men  still  to  be  pressing 
upwards,  though  those  who  are  already  high 
up  would  fain  forget  the  days  of  climbing 
and  sneer  at  those  who  are  making  their  way. 
But,  applied  to  this  profession,  climbing  seems 
no  longer  practicable.  This  way  of  advance 
will  have  to  be  abandoned. 

Consider,  again.  Every  profession  gets 
rich  out  of  its  own  mine.  There  is  the  mine 
Ecclesiastic,  the  mine  Medical,  the  mine 
Artistic,  the  mine  Legal.  The  last-named 
contains  leases,  covenants,  agreements,  wills, 
bonds,  mortgages,  actions,  partnerships,  trans- 
fers, conveyances,  county  courts,  and  other 
treasures,  all  to  be  had  for  the  digging.  But 
— and  this  is  too  often  forgotten — there  is 
only  a  limited  quantity  to  be  taken  out  of  the 
mine  every  year,  and  there  is  not  enough  to 
go  round,  except  in  very  minute  portions. 
And  since,  until  we  become  socialists  at  heart, 
w^e  shall  all  of  us  continue  to  desire  for  our 
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share  that  which  is  called  the  mess  of 
Benjamin,  and  since  all  cannot  get  that 
mess — which  Mr.  Bering  had  enjoyed  for 
the  wliole  of  his  life — or  anything  like  that 
desirable  portion,  most  young  solicitors  go 
in  great  heaviness  of  spirit — hang  their  heads, 
corrugate  their  foreheads,  write  despairing 
letters  to  the  girls  they  left  behind  them,  and 
with  grumbling  gratitude  take-  the  hundred 
or  two  hundred  a  year  which  is  offered  for 
their  services  as  managing  clerks.  Again, 
the  Legal  mine  seems  of  late  years  not  to 
yield  anything  like  so  much  as  formerly. 
There  has  been  a  cruel  shrinkage  all  over 
the  country,  and  especially  in  country  towns  : 
the  boom  of  building  seems  to  have  come 
to  an  end  :  the  agricultural  depression  has 
dragged  down  with  it  an  immense  number 
of  people  who  formerly  flourished  with  the 
lawyers,  and,  by  means  of  their  savings, 
investments,  leases,  and  partnerships  and 
quarrels,  made  many  a  solicitor  fat  and  happy. 
That  is  all  gone.     It  used  to  be  easy,  if  one 
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had  a  little  money,  to  buy  a  partnership. 
Now  it  is  no  longer  possible,  or,  at  least,  no 
longer  easy.  Nobody  has  a  business  greater 
than  he  himself  can  manage ;  everybody  has 
got  a  son  coming  in. 

These  considerations  show  why  the  ques- 
tion was  difficult  to  answer. 

Said  George  in  reply,  but  with  some  con- 
fusion :  '  We  are  prepared  to  live  on  little. 
We  are  not  in  the  least  extravagant :  Elsie 
will  rough  it.     Besides,  she  has  her  Art ' 

'  Out  of  which  she  makes  at  present 
nothing  a  year.' 

'  But  she  will  get  on — and  I  may  hope, 
may  reasonably  hope,  some  time  to  make  an 
income  larger  than  my  present  one.' 

'You  may  hope — you  may  hope.  But 
the  position  is  not  hopeful.  In  fact,  George 
Austin,  you  must  marry  on  ten  times  your 
present  income,  or  not  at  all.' 

'  But  I  assure  you,  sir,  our  ideas  are  truly 
modest,  and  we  have  made  up  our  minds  how 
we  can  live  and  pay  our  way.' 
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'  You  think  you  liave.  That  is  to  say,  you 
have  prepared  a  table  of  expenses  showing 
how,  with  twopence  to  spare,  you  can  Uve 
very  well  on  two  hundred  pounds  a  year.  Of 
course  you  put  down  nothing  for  the  thousand 
and  one  little  unexpected  things  which  every- 
body of  your  education  and  habits  pays  for 
every  day.' 

'  We  liave  provided  as  far  as  we  can 
see.' 

'Well,  it  won't  do.  Of  course,  I  can't 
forbid  the  girl  to  marry  3'ou.  Slie  is  of  age. 
I  can't  forbid  3^ou — but  I  can  make  it  im- 
possible— impossible  for  you,  Master  Austin 
— impossible.' 

He  rapped  the  table.  The  words  were 
stern,  but  the  voice  was  kindly,  and  he  smiled 
again  as  he  spoke.  'You  thought  you  would 
do  without  me,  did  you.^  Well — you  shall 
see — you  shall  see.' 

George  received  this  threat  without  words, 
but  with  a  red  face,  and  with  rising  indignation. 
Still,  when  one  is  a  servant,  one  must  endure 

VOL.  I.  !> 
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tlie  reproofs  of  the  master.     He  said  nothing 
therefore,  but  waited. 

'I  have  considered  for  some  time,'  Mr. 
Bering  continued,  '  how  to  meet  this  case  in  a 
satisfactory  manner.  At  last,  I  made  up  my 
mind.  And  if  you  will  read  this  document, 
young  gentleman,  you  will  find  that  I  have 
made  your  foolish  proposal  to  marry  on  love 
and  nothing  else,  quite  impossible — quite  im- 
possible, sir.'  He  slapped  the  table  with  the 
paper,  and  tossed  it  over  to  George. 

George  took  the  paper,  and  began  to  read 
it.  Suddenly  he  jumped  out  of  his  chair.  He 
sprung  to  his  feet.     '  What?'  he  cried. 

'  Go  on — go  on,'  said  Mr.  Bering  benevo- 
lently. 

'  Partnership  ?  Partnership  ? '  George 
gasped.     '  What  does  it  mean  ? ' 

'  It  is,  as  you  say,  a  Deed  of  Partnership 
between  myself  and  yourself.  The  conditions 
of  the  Partnership  are  duly  set  forth — I  hope 
you  will  see  your  way  to  accepting  them. — 
A  Deed  of  Partnership.     I  do  not  know  within 
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a  few  hundreds  what  your  share  may  be,  but 
I  beheve  you  may  reckon  on  at  least  two  thou- 
sand for  the  first  year,  and  more — much  more 
— before  long.' 

'  More  than  a  thousand  ?  ' 

'You  have  not  read  the  deed  through. 
Call  yourself  a  lawyer  ?  Sit  down,  and  read 
it  word  for  word.' 

George  obeyed,  reading  it  as  if  it  was  a 
paper  submitted  to  him  for  consideration,  a 
paper  belonging  to  some  one  else. 

'  Well  ?     You  have  read  it  ?  ' 

'  Yes  ;  I  have  read  it  through.' 

'  Observe  that  the  Partnership  may  be  dis- 
solved by  Death,  Bankruptcy,  or  Mutual 
Consent.  I  receive  two-thirds  of  the  proceeds 
for  life.  That — alas  ! — will  not  be  for  long. 
— Well,  young  man,  do  you  accept  this  offer  ?  ' 

'Accept?  Oh!  Accept?  What  can  I 
do  ?  Wliat  can  I  say — but  accept  ? '  He 
walked  to  the  window,  and  looked  out ;  I 
suppose  he  was  admiring  the  trees  in  the 
Square,  which  were  certainly  very  beautiful 
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in  early  July.  Then  he  returned,  his  eyes 
humid. 

'  Aha ! '  Mr.  Dering  chuckled.  '  I  told  you 
that  I  would  make  it  impossible  for  you  to 
marry  on  two  hundred  pounds  a  year.  I 
waited  till  Elsie's  birthday.  Well  ?  You  will 
now  be  able  to  revise  that  little  estimate  of 
living  on  two  hundred  a  year.     Eh  ?  ' 

'  Mr.  Dering,'  said  George,  with  breaking 
voice,  '  I  cannot  believe  it ;  I  cannot  under- 
stand it.     I  have  not  deserved  it.' 

'  Shake  hands,  my  Partner.' 

The  two  men  shook  hands. 

'  Now  sit  down  and  let  us  talk  a  bit,'  said 
Mr.  Dering.  '  I  am  old.  I  am  past  seventy. 
I  have  tried  to  persuade  myself  that  I  am  still 
as  fit  for  work  as  ever.  But  I  have  had 
warnings.  I  now  perceive  that  they  must  be 
taken  as  warnings.  Sometimes  it  is  a  little 
confusion  of  memory — I  am  not  able  to 
account  for  little  tilings — I  forget  what  I  did 
yesterday  afternoon.  I  suppose  ail  old  men 
get   these   reminders   of    coming    decay.     It 
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means  that  I  must  reduce  work  and  responsi- 
bility. I  might  give  up  business  altogether 
and  retire  :  I  have  money  enough  and  to  spare  : 
but  this  is  the  third  generation  of  a  successful 
House,  and  I  could  not  bear  to  close  the  doors, 
and  to  think  that  the  Fiim  would  altogether 
vanish.  So  I  thought  I  would  take  a  partner, 
and  I  began  to  look  about  me.  Well — in 
brief,  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  I  should 
find  no  young  man  better  qualified  than  your- 
self for  ability  and  for  power  of  work  and  for 
all  the  qualities  necessary  for  the  successful 
conduct  of  such  a  House  as  this.  Especially 
I  considered  the  essential  of  good  manners. 
I  was  early  taught  by  my  father  that  the 
greatest  aid  to  success  is  good  breeding.  I 
trust  that  in  this  respect  I  have  done  justice 
to  the  teaching  of  one  who  was  the  most 
courtly  of  his  time.  You  belong  to  an  age  of 
less  ceremony  and  less  respect  to  rank.  But 
we  are  not  always  in  a  barrack  or  in  a  club. 
We  are  not  all  comrades  or  equals.  There 
are  those  below  to  consider  as  well  as  those 


214  THE  IVORY  GATE 

above.  There  arc  women :  there  are  old 
men:  you,  my  partner,  have  shown  me  that 
you  can  give  to  each  tlie  consideration,  the 
deference,  the  recognition  that  he  deserves. 
True  breeding  is  the  recognition  of  the  in- 
dividuah  You  are  careful  of  the  small  thins^s 
which  smooth  the  asperities  of  business.  In 
no  profession,  not  even  that  of  medicine,  is 
a  good  manner  more  useful  than  in  ours.  And 
this  you  possess. — It  also  pleases  me,'  he 
added  after  a  pause,  '  to  think  that  in  making 
you  my  partner  I  am  also  promoting  the 
happiness  of  a  young  lady  I  have  known  all 
her  life.' 

George  murmured  something.  He  looked 
more  like  a  guilty  schoolboy  than  a  man  just 
raised  to  a  position  most  enviable.  His 
cheeks  were  flushed  and  his  hands  trembled. 
Mr.  Dering  touched  his  bell. 

'  Checkley,'  he  said,  when  that  faithful 
retainer  appeared,  '  I  have  already  told  you  of 
my  intention  to  take  a  partner.  This  is  my 
new  partner.' 
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Clieckley  changed  colour.  His  old  eyes — 
or  was  George  wrong  ? — flashed  with  a  light 
of  mahgnity  as  he  raised  tliera.  It  made  him 
feel  uncomfortable — but  only  for  a  moment. 

'  My  partner,  Checkley,'  repeated  Mr. 
Dering. 

'  Oh ! '     His  voice  was  dry  and  grating. 

'  Since  we  couldn't  go  on  as  before Well, 

I  hope  you  won't  repent  it.' 

'  You  shall  witness  the  signing  of  tlie 
Deed,  Checkley.  Call  in  a  clerk.  So — there 
Ave  have  it,  drawn,  signed,  and  witnessed. 
Once  more,  my  partner,  shake  hands.' 

Elsie  retired  to  her  own  room  after  the 
snub  administered  to  her  rising  spirits.  Slie 
soon  began  to  sing  again,  being  much  too 
happy  to  be  affected  by  anything  so  small. 
She  went  on  witli  her  portrait,  preserving 
some,  but  not  all,  of  the  softness  and  benevo- 
lence which  she  had  put  into  it,  and  thereby 
producing  what  is  allowed  to  be  an  excellent 
portrait,  but  somewhat  flattering.     She  herself 
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knows  very  well  that  it  is  not  flattering  at 
all,  but  even  lower  than  the  truth,  only  the 
other  people  have  never  seen  the  lawyer  in  an 
expansive  moment. 

Now  while  she  was  thus  engaged,  her 
mind  going  back  every  other  minute  to  her 
newly-acquired  inheritance,  a  cab  drove  up 
to  the  house — the  door  flew  open,  and  her 
lover — lier  George — flew  into  her  arms. 

'You  here — George?  Actually  in  the 
house  ?     Oh  !  but  you  know ' 

'  I  know — I  know.  But  I  could  not 
possibly  wait  till  this  evening.  My  dear 
child,  the  most  wonderful — the  most  wonder- 
ful thing — the  most  extraordinary  thing — in 
the  whole  world  has  happened — a  thing  we 
could  never  hope  and  never  ask ' 

'  Mr.  Dering  has  told  you,  then  ?  ' 

'  What  ?     Do  you  know  ? ' 

'Mr.  Dering  told  me  this  morning. — Oh, 
George  !  isn't  it  wonderful  ?  ' 

'Wonderful?  It  is  like  the  last  chapter 
of  a  novel ! '     This  he  said  speaking  as  a  Fool 
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because  the  only  last  chapter  in  life  is  that  in 
which  Azrael  crosses  the  threshold. 

'  Oh,  George  ! — I  have  been  walking  in  the 
air — I  have  been  flying — I  have  been  singing 
and  dancing.  I  feel  as  if  I  had  never  before 
known  what  it  w^s  to  be  happy.  Mr.  Dering 
said  something  about  having  it  settled— mind 
— it's  all  yours,  George — yours  as  well  as 
mine.' 

'Yes,'  said  George,  a  little  puzzled.  'I 
suppose  in  the  eyes  of  the  law  it  is  mine,  but 
then  it  is  yours  as  well.  All  that  is  mine  is 
yours.' 

'  Oh  !  Mr.  Dering  said  it  was  mine  in  the 
eyes  of  the  law.  What  does  it  matter,  George, 
what  the  stupid  old  law  says  ?  ' 

'  Nothing,  my  dear — nothing  at  all.' 

'It  will  be  worth  five  hundred  pounds 
a  year  very  nearly.  That,  with  your  two 
hundred  pounds  a  year,  will  make  us  actually 
comfortable  after  all  our  anxieties.' 

'  Five  hundred  a  year  ?  It  will  be  worth 
four  times  that,  I  hope.' 
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'  Four  times  ?  Oli,  no  ! — that  is  im- 
possible. But  Mr.  Bering  told  me  that 
he  could  hardly  get  so  much  as  four  per 
cent.,  and  I  have  made  a  sum  and  worked 
it  out.  Eule  for  simple  interest:  multiply 
the  principal  by  the  rate  per  cent.,  and 
again  by  tlie  time,  and  divide  by  a 
hundred.  It  is  quite  simple.  And  what 
makes  the  sum  simpler,  you  need  only  take 
one  5^ear.' 

'  What  principal,  Elsie,  by  what  interest  ? 
You  are  running  your  little  head  against  rules 
of  arithmetic.  Here  there  is  no  principal  and 
no  interest.  It  is  a  case  of  proceeds,  and  then 
division.' 

'  We  will  call  it  proceeds,  if  you  like, 
George,  but  he  called  it  interest.  Anyhow, 
it  comes  to  five  hundred  a  year,  very  nearly  ; 
and  with  your  two  hundred ' 

'  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  your 
five  hundred  a  ^^ear.  As  for  my  two  hundred, 
unless  I  am  very  much  mistaken,  that  will 
very  soon  be  two  thousand.' 
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Your   two   hundred   will    become  ? 


George,  we  are  talking  across  each  other.' 

'  Yes.  What  money  of  yours  do  you 
mean  ? ' 

'  I  mean  the  twelve  thousand  pounds  that 
Mr.  Dering  holds  for  me — with  accumulations 
— accumulations ' — she  .  began  to  sing  the 
Ehyme  of  the  omnibus  wheels — '  accumu- 
lations— ations — ations.' 

'  Twelve  thousand  pounds  ?  Is  this  fairy- 
land ?      Twelve   thousand  ? I    reel — I 

fiunt — I  sink — I  melt  away.  Take  my 
hands — both  my  hands,  Elsie — kiss  me 
kindly — it's  better  than  brandy — kindly  kiss 
me.  Twelve  thousand  pounds !  with  ac- 
cumulations ' 

'  — ations — ations — ations,'  she  sung. 
'Xever  before,  George,  have  I  understood 
the  loveliness  and  the  power  of  money.  They 
were  given  to  Mr.  Dering  by  an  anonymous 
person  to  be  held  for  me — secretly.  No  one 
knows — not  even,  yet,  my  mother.' 

'  Oh  !     It   is   altonether    too    much — too 
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much  :  once  there  was  a  poor  but  loving 
couple,  and  Fortune  turned  her  wheel,  and 
You  don't  know — you  most  unsuspect- 
ing ignorant  Thing — you  can't  guess — Oh, 
Elsie,  I  am  a  partner — Mr.  Bering's  partner ! ' 

They  caught  hands  again — then  they  let 
go — then  they  sat  down,  and  gazed  upon  each 
other. 

'  Elsie,'  said  George. 

'  George,'  said  Elsie. 

'  We  can  now  marry  like  everybody  else 
— but  much  better.  We  shall  have  furniture 
now.' 

'  All  the  furniture  we  shall  want,  and  a 
house  where  we  please.  No  contriving  now 
— no  pinching.' 

'No  self-denying  for  each  other,  my 
dear.' 

'  That's  a  pity,  isn't  it  ? — But,  George,  don't 
repine.  The  advantages  may  counterbalance 
the  drawbacks.  I  think  I  see  the  cottage 
where  we  were  going  to  live.  It  is  in  Islington  : 
or  near  it — ^Barnsbury,  perhaps  :  there  is  a 
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little  garden  in  front,  and  one  at  the  back. 
There  is  always  washing  hung  out  to  dry.  I 
don't  hke  the  smell  of  suds.  For  dinner,  one 
has  cold  Australian  tinned  meat  for  economy, 
not  for  choice.  The  rooms  are  very  small, 
and  the  furniture  is  shabby,  because  it  was 
cheap  and  bad  to  begin  with.  And  when  you 
come  home — oh,  George  ! ' — she  stuck  her 
forefinger  in  her  chalk,  and  drew  two  or  three 
lines  on  his  face — '  you  look  like  that,  so  dis- 
contented, so  grumpy,  so  gloomy.  Oh,  my 
dear,  the  advantages — they  do  so  greatly  out- 
balance the  drawbacks  ;  and  George — you 
will  love  your  wife  all  the  more — I  am  sure 
you  will — because  she  can  always  dress 
properly  and  look  nice,  and  give  you  a  dinner 
that  will  help  to  rest  you  from  the  work  of  the 
day.' 

Once  more  this  foohsli  couple  fell  into  each 
other's  arms  and  kissed  again  with  tears  and 
smiles  and  laughter. 

'Who,'  asked  Mrs.  Arundel,  ringing  the 
bell  upstairs,  '  who  is  with  Miss  Elsie  below  ?  ' 
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On  hearing  that  it  was  Mr.  George  Austin, 
whose  presence  in  the  house  was  forbidden, 
Mrs.  Arundel  rose  solemnly  and  awfully, 
and  walked  down  the  stairs.  She  had  a  clear 
duty  before  her.  When  she  threw  open  the 
door,  the  lovers  were  hand  in  hand  dancing 
round  the  room  laughing — but  the  tears  were 
running  down  Elsie's  cheeks. 

'  Elsie,'  said  her  mother,  standing  at  the 
open  door,  '  perhaps  you  can  explain 
this.' 

'  Permit  me  to  explain,'  said  George. 

*  This  gentleman,  Elsie,  has  been  forbidden 
the  house.' 

'  One  moment,'  he  began. 

'  Go,  sir.'  She  pointed  majestically  to  the 
w^indow. 

'  Oh  ! '  cried  Elsie.  '  Tell  her,  George— 
tell  her  ;  I  cannot.'  She  fell  to  laughing  and 
crying  together,  but  still  held  her  lover  by  the 
hand. 

'  I  will  have  no  communication  whatever 
with  one  who  robs  me  of  a  daughter,'  said  this 
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Eoman  matron.  '  Will  you  once  more  leave 
the  house,  sir  ? ' 

'  Mother — you  must  hear  him.' 

'  Nothing,'  said  Mrs.  Arundel,  '  will  ever 
induce  me  to  speak  to  him — nothing.' 

'  Mother,  don't  be  silly,'  Elsie  cried  ;  '  you 
don't  know  what  has  happened.  You  must 
not  say  such  things.  You  will  only  be  sorry 
for  them  afterwards.' 

'Xever — never.  One  may  forgive  such  a 
man,  but  one  can  never  speak  to  him,  never — 
whatever  happens — never.'  The  lady  looked 
almost  heroic  as  she  waved  her  right  hand  in 
the  direction  of  the  man. 

'  I  will  go,'  said  George,  '  but  not  till  you 
have  heard  me.  I  am  rich — Elsie  is  rich — 
we  shall  not  marry  into  poverty.  The  whole 
situation  is  entirely  changed.' 

'  Changed,'  Elsie  repeated,  taking  George's 
arm. 

'  My  dear  George,'  said  Mrs.  Arundel,  when 
she  had  heard  the  whole  story — and  by  cross- 
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examination  persuaded  herself  that  it  was 
true — '  you  know  on  what  a  just  basis  my  ob- 
jections were  founded.  Otherwise,  I  should 
have  been  delighted  at  the  outset. — Kiss  me, 
Elsie. — ^You  have  my  full  consent,  children. 
These  remarkable  events  are  Providential. — 
On  Mr.  Bering's  death  or  retirement,  you  will 
step  into  an  enormous  practice.  Follow  his  ex- 
ample. Take  no  partner  till  old  age  compels 
you.  Keep  all  the  profits  for  yourself — all. — 
My  dear  George,  you  should  be  a  very  happy 
man.  Not  so  rich,  perhaps,  as  my  son-in-law, 
Sir  Samuel,   but  above  the  ordinary  run   of 

common   happiness.      As    for   the   past 

We  will  now  go  down  to  lunch. — There  is  the 
bell.    These  emotions  are  fatiguing.' 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

I^'    HONOUR    OF   THE    EVENT 

May  one  dwell  upon  so  simple  a  thing  as  a 
small  family  dinner-party?  It  is  generally 
undramatic  and  uneventful :  it  is  not  gener- 
ally marked  even  by  a  new  dish  or  a  bottle  of 
rare  wine.  Yet  there  lingers  in  the  mind  of 
every  man  the  recollection  of  pleasant  dinners. 
I  should  like  to  write  a  Book  of  Dinners — not 
a  book  for  the  gourmet^  but  a  book  of  memo- 
ries. It  might  be  a  most  delightful  volume. 
There  would  be  in  it  the  sclioolboys'  dinner. 
I  remember  a  certain  dinner  at  eighteenpence 
a  head,  at  Richmond,  before  we  had  the  row 
in  the  boat,  when  we  quarrelled  and  broke 
the  oars  over  each  other's  heads,  and  very 
nearly  capsized :  a  certain  undergraduates' 
dinner,  in  which  fouv  men — tliree  of  whom 
yoL.  I.  9 
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are  now  ghosts — joined :  the  Eamblers'  din- 
ner, of  lamb  chops  and  bottled  ale  and  mirth 
and  merriment :  the  two-by-two  dinner  in  the 
private  room,  a  dainty  dinner  of  sweet  lamb, 
sweet  bread,  sweet  peas,  sweet  looks,  sweet 
Moselle,  and  sweet  words.  Is  it  really  true 
that  one  never — never — gets  young  again? 
Some  people  do,  I  am  sure,  but  they  are 
under  promise  to  say  nothing  about  it.  I 
shall — and  then  that  dinner  may  perhaps — 
one  cannot  say — one  never  knows — and  I 
suppose — if  one  was  young  again — that  they 
would  be  found  just  as  pretty  as  they  ever 
were.  There  is  the  official  dinner,  stately  and 
cold :  the  city  dinner,  which  generally  comes 
to  a  man  when  his  digestion  is  no  longer  what 
it  was  :  the  family  dinner,  in  which  the  intel- 
lect plays  so  small  a  part,  because  no  one 
wastes  his  fine  things  on  his  brothers  and 
sisters  :  the  dinner  at  which  on-e  has  to  make 
a  speech.  Indeed,  this  Book  of  Dinners  pro- 
mises to  be  a  most  charming  volume.  I 
should  attempt  it,  however,  with  trembling. 
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because,  to  do  it  really  well,  one  should  be, 
first  of  all,  a  scholar,  if  only  to  appreciate 
things  said  and  spoken,  and  in  order  to  con- 
nect the  illustrious  past  with  food  and  drink. 
Next,  he  ought  to  be  still  young :  he  certainly 
must  have  a  proper  feeling  for  wine,  and 
must  certainly  understand  when  and  why  one 
should  be  grateful  to  good  Master  Cook  :  he 
should  be  a  past  or  present  master  in  the  Art 
of  Love  and  a  squire  of  Dames  :  he  should  be 
good  at  conversation :  he  must,  in  the  old 
language,  be  a  worshipper  of  Bacchus,  Venus, 
Phccbus  Apollo,  the  Muses  nine  and  the 
Graces  three.  He  must  be  no  poor  weakling, 
unable  to  enjoy  the  good  creatures  of  flesh, 
fowl,  fish,  and  wine :  no  boor  :  and  no  log 
insensible  to  loveliness. 

Dinner,  which  should  be  a  science,  has 
long  been  treated  as  one  of  the  Fine  Arts. 
Now  every  Fine  Art,  as  we  all  know,  has  its 
fashions  and  its  caprices.  Those  who  are  old 
enough  to  remember  the  dinners  of  twenty, 
thirty,  or  forty  years  ago  can  remember  many 

ft2 
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of  their  fashions  and  caprices.  In  the 
Thirties,  for  instance,  everything  was  carved 
upon  the  table.  It  required  a  man  with  a 
strong  wrist  to  give  a  dinner-party.  Fortu- 
nately, a  dinner  then  consisted  of  few  dishes. 
They  drank  sherry  with  dinner,  and  port  after- 
wards. The  champagne,  if  there  was  any,  was 
sweet.  The  guests  were  bidden  for  half-past 
six  :  they  sat  down  to  dinner  before  seven. 
At  eight  the  ladies  went  up-stairs  :  at  half-past 
ten  the  men  joined  them.  Their  faces  were 
flushed,  their  shoulders  were  inclined  to  lurch, 
and  their  speech  was  the  least  bit  thick. 
Wonderful  to  relate,  brandy-and-water  used 
to  be  served  to  these  topers  in  the  drawing- 
room  itself. 

Mr.  Dering  had  altered  little  in  his  dinner 
customs.  They  mostly  belonged  to  the 
Sixties,  with  a  survival  of  some  belonging  to 
the  Thirties.  Things  were  carved  upon  the 
sideboard :  this  was  in  deference  to  modern 
custom  :  champagne  formed  an  integral  part 
of  the  meal ;  but  the  dinner  itself  was  splid  : 
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the  cloth  after  dinner  was  removed,  leavmg 
the  dark  poUshed  mahogany  after  the  old 
fashion  :  the  furniture  of  the  room  was  also 
in  the  old  style  :  the  chairs  were  heavy  and 
solid :  the  walls  were  hung  with  a  dark  crim- 
son paper  of  velvety  texture  :  the  curtains 
and  the  carpets  were  red  :  there  were  pictures 
of  game  and  fruit :  the  sideboard  was  as  solid 
as  the  table. 

Checkley  the  clerk,  who  was  invited  as  a 
faithful  servant  of  the  house,  to  the  celebra- 
tion of  the  new  partnership,  was  the  first  to 
arrive.  Dressed  in  a  hired  suit,  he  looked 
like  an  undertaker's  assistant  :  the  gloom 
upon  his  face  heightened  the  resemblance. 
Why  the  partnership  caused  this  appearance 
of  gloom,  I  know  not.  Certainly,  he  could 
never  expect  to  be  made  a  partner  himself. 
It  was  perhaps  a  species  of  jealousy  which 
filled  his  soul.  He  would  no  longer  know  so 
much  of  the  business. 

George  came  with  the  Mother-in-law  Elect 
and  the  fiancee.     Forgiveness,  Peace,  Amnesty, 
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and  Chanty  sat  all  together  upon  the  brow 
of  the  elder  lady.  She  was  magnificent  in  a 
dark  crimson  velvet,  and  she  had  a  good  deal 
of  gold  about  her  arms  and  neck.  Jewish 
ladies  are  said  to  show,  by  the  magnificence 
of  their  attire,  the  prosperity  of  the  business. 
Why  not  ?  It  is  a  form  of  enjoying  success. 
There  are  many  forms  :  one  man  buys  books : 
let  him  buy  books.  Another  collects  pictures. 
Why  not  ?  One  woman  wears  crimson  velvet. 
Why  not  ?  In  this  way  she  enjoys  her  wealth 
and  proclaims  it.  Again,  why  not?  It 
seems  to  the  philosopher  a  fond  and  vain 
thing  to  deck  the  person  at  all  times,  and 
especially  fond  when  the  person  is  middle- 
aged  and  no  longer  beautiful.  We  are  not 
all  philosophers.  There  are  many  middle-aged 
men  who  are  extremely  happy  to  put  on  their 
uniform  and  their  medals  and  their  glittering 
helmets.  Mrs.  Arundel  wore  her  velvet  as  if 
she  enjoyed  the  colour  of  it,  the  richness  of  it, 
the  light  and  shade  that  lay  in  its  folds,  and 
the  soft  feel  of  it.     She  wore  it,  too,  as  an 
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outward  sign  that  this  was  a  great  occasion. 
Her  daughter,  Lady  Dering,  came  also  ar- 
rayed in  a  queenly  dress  of  amber  silk  with 
an  aigrette  of  feathers  in  her  hair.  To  be 
sure,  she  was  going  on  somewhere  after  the 
dinner.  Elsie,  for  her  part,  came  in  a  creamy 
white  almost  like  a  bride  :  but  she  looked 
much  happier  than  most  brides.  Hilda's 
husband,  Sir  Samuel,  who  was  some  six  or 
seven  years  younger  than  his  brother,  was  in 
appearance  a  typical  man  of  wealth.  The 
rich  man  can  no  longer,  as  in  the  days  of 
good  old  Sir  Thomas  Gresham,  illustrate  his 
riches  by  costly  furs,  embroidered  doublets, 
and  heavy  chains.  He  has  to  wear  broadcloth 
and  black.  Yet  there  is  an  air,  a  carriage, 
which  belongs  to  the  rich  man.  In  appear- 
ance, Sir  Samuel  w\as  tall,  like  his  brother, 
but  not  thin  like  him  :  he  was  corpulent :  liis 
face  was  red  :  he  was  bald,  and  he  wore  large 
whiskers,  dyed  black.  The  late  dissensions 
were  completely  forgotten.  Hilda  embraced 
her  sister  fondly.     '  My  dear,'  she  whispered, 
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*  we  have  heard  all.  Everything — everything 
is  changed  by  these  fortunate  events.  They 
do  you  the  greatest  credit. — George' — she 
took  his  hand  and  held  it  tenderly — '  I  cannot 
tell  you  how  happy  this  news  has  made  us 
all.  You  will  be  rich  in  the  course  of  years. 
Sir  Samuel  was  only  saying,  as  we  came 
along  ' 

'  I  was  saying,  young  gentleman,'  the 
Knight  interrupted,  '  that  the  most  beautiful 
thing  about  money  is  the  way  it  develops 
character.  We  do  not  ask  for  many  virtues — 
only  honesty  and  diligence — from  the  poor. 
When  a  man  acquires  wealth  we  look  for  his 
better  qualities.' 

'  Yes,  indeed,'  Hilda  murmured.  '  His 
better  qualities  begin  to  show. — Elsie,  dear, 
that  is  a  very  pretty  frock.  I  don't  think  I 
have  seen  it  before.  How  do  you  like  my 
dress  ? ' 

George  accepted  this  sudden  turn  in 
opinion  with  smiles.  He  laughed  at  it  after- 
wards.     For  the  moment  it  made  him  feel 
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almost  as  if  he  was  being  rewarded  for  some 
virtuous  action. 

Dinner  was  announced  at  seven — such 
were  the  old-fashioned  manners  of  this  old 
gentleman.  He  led  in  Mrs.  Arundel,  and 
placed  Elsie  on  his  left.  At  first,  the  dinner 
promised  to  be  a  silent  feast.  The  two  lovers 
were  not  disposed  to  talk  much — they  had  not 
yet  recovered  from  the  overwhelming  and 
astonishing  events  of  the  day.  Sir  Samuel 
never  talked  at  the  beginning  of  dinner — 
besides,  there  was  turtle  soup  and  red  mullet 
and  whitebait — it  is  sinful  to  divert  your  atten- 
tion from  these  good  creatures.  His  wife  never 
talked  at  dinner  or  at  any  other  time  more 
than  she  could  help.  Your  statuesque  beauty 
seldom  does.  Talkinsj  much  involves  smilincj 
and  even  laughing,  which  distorts  the  face. 
A  woman  must  encourage  men  to  talk : 
this  she  can  do  without  saying  much 
herself. 

Presently  Mr.  Dering  roused  himself  and 
began  to  talk,   with  a  visible  effort,  first  to 
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Mrs.  Arundel  of  things  casual :  then  to  Elsie  : 
and  then  to  his  brother,  but  always  with  an 
effort,  as  if  he  was  thinking  of  other  things. 
And  a  constraint  fell  upon  the  party. 

When  the  cloth  was  removed  and  the 
wine  and  fruit  placed  upon  the  dark  and 
lustrous  board,  he  filled  a  glass  and  made  a 
kind  little  speech. 

'  My  Partner,'  he  said,  '  I  drink  to  you. 
May  your  connection  with  the  House  be 
prosperous  !  It  is  a  very  great  good  fortune 
for  me  to  have  found  such  a  Partner. — Elsie, 
I  join  you  wath  my  Partner.  I  wish  you  both 
every  happiness.' 

He  drained  the  bumper  and  sent  round 
the  decanters. 

Then  he  began  to  talk,  and  his  discourse 
was  most  strange.  '  Had  it  been,'  said  his 
brother  afterwards,  '  the  idle  fancies  of  some 
crackbrained  writing  fellow,  I  could  have  un- 
derstood it ;  but  from  him — from  a  steady  old 
solicitor — a  man  who  has  never  countenanced 
any  kind  of  nonsense — to  be  sure  he  said  it 
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was  only  an  illnsion.  I  hope  it  isn't  a  soften- 
ing. Who  ever  heard  of  such  a  man  as  that 
having  dreams  and  illusions  ?  ' 

Certainly  no  one  had  ever  before  heard 
Mr.  Dering  talk  in  this  new  manner.  As  a 
rule,  he  vs^as  silent  and  grave  even  at  the  head 
of  his  own  table.  He  spoke  little  and  then 
gravely.  To-night  his  talk  as  well  as  his  face 
was  changed.  Who  would  have  thought 
that  Mr.  Dering  should  confess  to  illusions, 
and  should  relate  dreams,  and  should  be 
visited  by  such  dreams  ?  Eemember  that  the 
speaker  was  seventy-five  years  of  age,  and  that 
he  had  never  before  been  known  so  much  as 
to  speak  of  benevolence.  Then  you  will  un- 
derstand something  of  the  bewilderment  which 
fell  upon  the  whole  company. 

He  began  by  raising  his  head  and  smiling 
with  a  strange  and  new  benignity — l)ut  Elsie 
thought  of  her  portrait.  'We  are  all  one 
family  here,'  he  said  ;  '  and  I  may  talk.  I 
want  to  tell  you  of  a  very  remarkable  thing 
that  has  recently  happened  to  me.      It  has 
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been  growing,  I  now  perceive,  for  some  years. 
But  it  now  holds  me  strongly,  and  it  is  one 
reason  why  I  am  anxious  to  have  the  affairs 
of  the  House  in  the  hands  of  a  younger  man. 
For  it  may  be  a  sign  of  the  end.  At  seventy- 
iive  anything  uncommon  may  be  a  sign.' 

'  You  look  well,  Mr.  Dering,  and  as  strong 
as  most  men  of  sixty,'  said  Mrs.  Arundel. 

'Perhaps.  I  feel  well  and  strong.  The 
fact  is  that  I  am  troubled — or  pleased — or 
possessed — by  an  Illusion.' 

'  You  with  an  Illusion  ? '  said  his  brother. 

'  I  myself.  An  Illusion  possesses  me.  It 
whispers  me  from  time  to  time  that  my  life 
is  wholly  spent  in  promoting  the  happiness  of 
other  people.' 

'  Well,'  said  his  brother,  '  since  you  are  a 
first-class  solicitor,  and  manage  the  affairs  of 
many  people  very  much  to  their  advantage, 
you  certainly  do  promote  their  happiness.' 

'  Yes,  yes — I  suppose  so.  My  Illusion  fur- 
ther is  that  it  is  done  outside  my  business — 
without  any  bill  afterwards ' — Checkley  looked 
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up  with  eyes  wide  open — '  I  am  made  to 
believe  that  I  am  working  and  Uving  for  the 
good  of  others.  A  curious  Ilkision,  is  it 
not?' 

The  City  man  shook  liis  liead.  '  That  any 
man  can  possibly  live  for  the  good  of  others 
is,  I  take  it,  always  and  under  all  circum- 
stances an  Illusion,  In  the  present  state  of 
society — and  a  very  admirable  state  it  is  ' — he 
rolled  his  bald  head  as  he  spoke  and  his  voice 
had  a  rich  roll  in  it — '  a  man's  first  duty — his 
second  duty — his  third  duty — his  hundredth 
duty — is  to  himself.  In  the  City  it  is  his 
business  to  amass  wealth — to  roll  it  up — roll 
it  up  ' — he  expressed  the  words  with  feeling — 
*  to  invest  it  profitably — to  watch  it,  and  to 
nurse  it  as  it  fructifies — fructifies.  After- 
wards, when  he  is  rich  enough,  if  ever  a  man 
can  be  rich  enough,  he  may  exercise  as  much 
charity  as  he  pleases — as  he  pleases.  Charity 
seems  to  please  some  people  as  a  glass  of  fine 
wine' — he  illustrated  the  comparison — '  pleases 
the  palate — pleases  the  palate,' 
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The  lawyer  listened  politely  and  inclined 
his  head. 

'  There  is  at  least  some  method  in  my 
Illusion,'  he  went  on.  '  You  mentioned  it. 
The  solicitor  is  always  occupied  with  the  con- 
duct of  other  people's  affairs.  That  must 
be  admitted.  He  is  always  engaged  hi  con- 
sidering how  best  to  guide  his  fellow  man 
through  the  labyrinthine  w^oi^ld.  He  receives 
his  fellow-man  at  his  entrance  into  the  world, 
as  a  ward :  he  receives  him  grown  up,  as  a 
client :  he  advises  him  all  his  life  at  every 
step  and  in  every  emergency.  If  the  client 
goes  into  partnership,  or  marries,  or  buys  a 
house,  or  builds  one,  or  gets  into  trouble,  the 
solicitor  assists  and  advises  him.  When  the 
client  grows  old,  the  solicitor  makes  his  will. 
When  the  client  dies,  the  solicitor  becomes 
his  executor  and  his  trustee,  and  administers 
his  estate  for  him.  It  is  thus  a  life,  as  I  said, 
entirely  spent  for  other  people.  I  know  not 
of  any  other,  unless  it  be  of  medicine,  that  so 
much  can  be  said.     And  think  what  terrors. 
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what  anxieties,  wliat  disappointments,  the 
solicitor  witnesses  and  alleviates  !  Think  of 
the  family  scandals  he  hushes  up  and  keeps 
secret !  Good  Heavens  !  if  a  solicitor  in  large 
practice  were  to  tell  what  he  knows,  think  of 
the  terrible  disclosures  !  He  knows  every- 
thing. He  knows  more  than  a  Eoman 
Catholic  priest,  because  his  penitents  not 
only  reveal  their  own  sins  but  also  those  of 
their  wives  and  sons  and  friends  and  partners. 
And  anxiety,  I  may  tell  you,  makes  a  man 
better  at  confessing  than  penitence.  Some- 
times we  bring  actions  at  law  and  issue  writs 
and  so  forth.  Well  now :  this  part  of  our 
business,  which  is  disagreeable  to  us,  is 
actually  the  most  beneficent  of  any.  Because, 
by  means  of  the  cases  brought  before  the 
High  Court  of  Justice,  we  remind  the  world 
that  it  must  be  law  abiding  as  well  as  law 
worthy.  The  Law,  in  order  to  win  respect, 
must  first  win  fear.  Force  comes  before 
order.  The  memory  of  force  must  be  kept 
up.     The  presence  of  force  must  be  felt.    For 
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instance,  I  have  a  libel  case  just  begun.  It 
is  rather  a  bad  libel.  My  libeller  will  suffer  : 
he  will  bleed  :  but  he  will  bleed  for  the  public 
good,  because  thousands  who  are  only  anxious 
to  libel  and  slander,  to  calumniate  and  defame 
their  neighbours,  will  be  deterred.  Oh  !  it 
will  be  a  most  beneficent  case — far-reaching 
— striking  terror  into  the  hearts  of  ill-doers. 
— Well — this,  my  friends,  is  my  Illusion.  It 
is,  I  suppose,  one  of  the  many  Illusions  with 
which  we  cheat  old  age  and  rob  it  of  its 
terrors.  To  everybody  else  I  am  a  hard-fisted 
lawyer  exacting  his  pound  of  flesh  from  the 
unfortunate  debtor,  and  making  myself  rich 
at  the  expense  of  the  creditor.' 

'  Nonsense  about  how  a  man  gets  rich,' 
said  the  man  of  business.  '  He  can  only  get 
rich  if  he  is  capable.  Quite  right.  Let  the 
weak  go  under.  Let  the  careless  and  the 
lazy  starve.' 

'  At  the  same  time,'  said  Elsie  softly,  '  it  is 
not  all  illusion.  There  are  others  besides  the 
careless  and  the  lazy  '^= — - 
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*  Sometimes,'  the  old  lawyer  went  on, 
'  tills  Illusion  of  mine — oh  !  I  know  it  is  only 
Illusion — takes  the  form  of  a  dream — so  vivid 
tliat  it  comes  back  to  me  afterwards  as  a 
reality.  In  this  dream,  which  is  always  the 
same,  I  seem  to  have  been  engaged  in 
some  great  scheme  of  practical  benevo- 
lence.' 

'  Practical What  ?     You  engaged  in 

Practical  Benevolence  ? '  the  City  man  asked 
in  profound  astonishment.  The  Illusion  was 
astonishing  enough  ;  but  to  have  his  brother 
talk  of  practical  benevolence  was  amazing 
indeed. 

'Practical  benevolence,'  repeated  Mr. 
Bering.  His  voice  dropped.  His  eyes  looked 
out  into  space :  he  seemed  as  one  who 
narrates  a  story.  '  It  is  a  curiously  persistent 
dream.  It  comes  at  irregular  intervals  ;  it 
pleases  me  while  it  lasts. — Oh  !  in  the  evening 
after  dinner,  while  one  takes  a  nap  in  the  easy- 
chair,  perliaps — it  is,  as  I  said,  quite  vivid. 
The  action  of  this  dream  always  takes  place 

VOL.  I.  R 
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in  the  same  room — a  large  room,  plainly 
furnished,  and  looking  out  upon  an  open 
space — I  should  know  it  if  I  saw  it — and  it 
fills  me  with  pleasure — in  my  dream — just 
to  feel  that  I  am — there  is  no  other  word  for 
it — diffusing  happiness.  How  I  manage  this 
diffusion,  I  can  never  remember  ;  but  there  it 
is — good  solid  happiness,  such  as,  in  waking 
moments,  one  feels  to  be  impossible.' 

'  Diffusing  happiness — you  ! '  said  his 
brother. 

'  A  very  beautiful  dream,'  said  Elsie.  But 
no  one  dared  to  look  in  each  other's  face. 

'  This  strange  dream  of  mine,'  continued 
Mr.  Dering,  '  does  not  form  part  of  that 
little  Illusion,  though  it  seems  connected  with 
it.  And  as  I  said,  mostly  it  comes  in  the 
evening.  The  other  day,  however,  I  had  it 
in  the  afternoon — went  to  sleep  in  my  office, 
I  suppose. — Did  you  find  me  asleep,  Checkley  ? 
It  was  on  Friday.' 

'No.  On  Friday  afternoon  you  went 
out.' 
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'All!  When  I  came  back,  then — I  had 
forgotten  that  I  went  out.  Did  I  go  out  ? 
Strange !  Never  mmd.  This  continuous 
dream  opens  up  a  world  of  new  ideas  and 
things  which  are,  I  perceive,  when  I  am 
awake,  quite  unreal  and  illusory.  Yet  they 
please.  I  see  myself,  as  I  said,  diffusing  hap- 
piness with  open  hands.  The  world  whicli  is 
thus  made  happier  consists  entirely  of  poor 
people.  I  move  among  them  unseen :  I 
listen  to  them  :  I  see  what  they  do,  and  I 
hear  what  they  say.  Mind — all  this  is  as 
real  and  true  to  me  as  if  it  actually  happened. 
And  it  fills  me  with  admiration  of  the  blessed 
state  of  poverty.  In  my  dream  I  pity  the 
rich,  with  all  my  heart.  To  get  rich,  I  think 
— in  this  dream — they  must  have  practised  so 
many  deceptions ' 

'  Brother  !  brother ! '  Sir  Samuel  held  up 
both  hands. 

'  In  my  dream — only  in  my  dream.  Those 
who  inherit  riches  are  burdened  with  the 
weight  of  their  wealtli,  which  will  not  suffer 
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them  to  enter  into  the  arena ;  will  not  allow 
tliem  to  develop  and  to  exercise  their  talents, 
and  afflicts  them  with  the  mental  and  bodily 
diseases  that  belong  to  indolence.  The  poor, 
on  the  other  hand,  who  live  from  day  to  day, 
sometimes  out  of  work  for  weeks  together, 
practise  easily  the  simple  virtues  of  brotherly 
love,  charity,  and  mutual  helpfulness.  They 
have  learned  to  combine  for  the  good  of  all 
rather  than  to  fight,  one  against  another,  for 
selfish  gain.  [It  is  the  only  world  where  all  are 
borrowing  and  lending,  giving  and  helping.' 

'  Brother,  this  dream  of  yours  is  like  a 
sociahstic  tract.' 

'  It  may  be.  Yet  you  see  how  strongly  it 
takes  hold  of  me,  that  while  I  see  the  absur- 
dity of  the  whole  thing,  it  is  not  unpleasing  to 
recall  the  recollection  of  it.  Well — I  do  not 
know  what  set  me  talking  about  this  dream.' 

The  smiles  left  his  face  :  he  became  grave 
again  :  he  ceased  to  talk  :  for  the  rest  of  the 
evening  he  was  once  more  the  old  solicitor, 
weighed  down  with  the  affairs  of  other  people. 
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'  Checkley  ' — it  was  on  the  doorstep,  and 
Sir  Samuel  waited  while  his  wife  said  a  few 
fond  things  to  her  sister — '  what  the  devil 
came  over  my  brother  to-night  ?  ' 

'  I  don't  know  indeed,  Sir  Samuel.  I  never 
heard  him  talk  like  that  before.  Doin'  good 
to  'em  ?  Servin'  a  writ  upon  'em  is  more  our 
line.  I  think  he  must  be  upset  somewhere  in 
his  inside,  and  it's  gone  to  his  head.' 

'  Practical  benevolence  ?  Living  for  otlier 
people?  Have  you  heard  him  complain  of 
anything  ? ' 

'No,  Sir  Samuel.  He  never  complains. 
Eats  hearty,  walks  upright  and  strong,  works 
hke  he  always  has  worked. — Doin'  good! 
And  the  blessedness  of  being  pore !  Seems 
most  wonderful.  Blessedness  of  being  pore  ! 
Well,  Sir  Samuel,  I've  enjoyed  that  blessed- 
ness myself,  and  I  know  what  it's  like.  Any 
or'nary  preachin'  chap  might  talk  that  non- 
sense ;  but  for  your  eminent  brother,  Sir 
Samuel,  such  a  lawj^er  as  him — to  be  talking 
such  stuff — if  I  may  humbly  so  speak  of  my 
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learned  master's  words — it  is — Sir  Samuel — it 
really  is ! ' 

'  He  said  it  was  a  dream,  remember. — ^But 
I  agree  with  you,  Checkley.     It  is  amazing.' 

'  Humph  !  The  blessedness  of  being  pore  ! 
And  over  such  a  glass  of  Port,  too  !  I  thought 
I  should  ha'  rolled  off  my  chair — I  did,  indeed. 
— Here's  your  good  lady,  Sir  Samuel.' 

'  Elsie,'  said  Mrs.  Arundel  in  the  carriage, 
'I  think  it  was  high  time  that  Mr.  Dering 
should  take  a  partner.  He  to  dream  of  prac- 
tical benevolence  ?  He  to  be  diffusing  happi- 
ness with  open  hands  ?  Oh  !  most  lamentable 
— I  call  it.  However,  the  deeds  are  signed, 
and  we  are  all  right.  In  case  of  anything  hap- 
pening, it  is  a  comfort  to  think  that  George's 
position  would  be  only  improved.' 
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CHAPTER  IX 

AT  THE   GATES   OF   PARADISE 

Many  women  have  advanced  the  doctrine 
that  the  happiest  time  of  Ufe  is  that  of  their 
engagement.  Of  course  no  man  can  possibly 
understand  this  theory ;  but  from  a  woman's 
point  of  view  it  can  be  defended  because  it  is 
for  some  girls  the  most  delightful  thing  in  the 
world  to  be  wooed ;  and  until  the  church 
service  is  actually  said  and  the  ring  is  on  the 
finger,  the  bride  is  Queen  and  Mistress ;  after- 
wards— not  always.  But  the  happiness  of  it 
depends  upon  its  being  a  courtship  without 
obstacles.  Now,  in  the  case  of  the  young 
couple  whose  fortunes  we  are  following,  there 
was  plenty  of  love  with  excellent  wooing ; 
but  the  engagement  had  been  opposed  by  the 
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whole  tribe  of  Arundels,  so  that  every  time 
she  met  her  lover  it  was  in  open  rebellion 
against  her  mother.  To  go  home  from  a 
walk  with  him  only  to  find  the  silence  of 
resentment  at  home  was  not  pleasant.  Again, 
we  have  seen  how  they  were  looking  forward 
to  a  life  of  poverty — even  of  privation. 
Dame  Penury  with  her  pinching  ways  and 
shrewish  tongue  was  going  to  be  their  con- 
stant lodger.  Then  the  young  man  could  not 
choose  but  ask  himself  whether  he  was  not  a 
selfish  beast  to  take  a  girl  out  of  plenty  into 
privation.  And  the  girl  could  not  choose  but 
ask  herself  whether  she  was  not  selfish  in 
laying  this  great  burden  upon  the  back  of  her 
lover.  No  one  can  be  indifierent  to  such  a 
prospect :  no  one  can  contemplate  with  plea- 
sure the  cheese-parings,  the  savings,  the 
management  of  such  a  life  :  no  one  can  like 
having  to  make  a  penny  do  the  work  of 
sixpence  :  no  one  can  rejoice  as  one  steps 
down,  down,  down  the  social  ladder  :  no  one 
can  anticipate  with   satisfaction   the  loss   of 
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gentlehood  for  the  daughters,  and  the  loss  of 
an  adequate  education  for  the  sons. 

'  You  will  make  me  happy,'  said  the  lover, 
'  at  the  cost  of  everything  that  makes  life 
happy  for  yourself.' 

'  If  I  make  you  happy,'  said  the  girl,  '  I 
ask  for  nothing  more.  But  oh  !  I  am  laying 
a  heavy  burden  upon  you.  Can  you  bear  it  ? 
Will  you  never  blame  me  if  the  burden  is 
greater  than  you  can  bear  ? ' 

And  now  all  the  trouble  vanished  like  a 
cloud  from  the  morning  sky — vanished  so 
completely  that  there  was  not  a  trace  of  it  left 
anywhere.  The  accusing  figure  of  her  mother 
was  changed  into  a  smiling  face  of  pleased 
and  satisfied  maternity :  reproaches  were 
turned  into  words  of  endearment,  angry  looks 
to  presents  and  caresses.  And  as  for  her 
sister,  you  might  have  thought  that  all  this 
good  fortune  was  actually  achieved  and  con- 
quered by  Elsie — otherwise,  how  could  one 
justify  the  praise  and  flattery  that  Hilda  now 
lavished  upon  her  ?     She  gave  a  great  dinner 
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as  a  kind  of  official  reception  of  the  bride- 
groom into  the  family  ;  she  also  gave  a  dance, 
at  which  she  herself  was  the  most  beautiful 
woman — she  stood  in  a  conspicuous  place  all 
the  evening,  magnificently  dressed,  statuesque, 
wonderful :  and  Elsie  was  the  prettiest  girl  at 
the  party ;  but  between  the  most  beautiful 
woman  and  the  prettiest  girl  was  a  difierence! 
There  is  nothing  hke  good  fortune  to  bring 
out  a  girl's  good  qualities :  Elsie  had  always 
had  friends,  now  she  might  have  numbered 
them  by  hundreds.  Good  fortune  breeds 
friends  as  the  sunshine  creates  the  flowers. 
She  was  congratulated,  caressed,  and  flattered 
enough  to  turn  her  head.  Now,  girls  are  so 
constituted  that  they  love  admiration,  which 
is  a  kind  of  affection,  even  when  it  takes  the 
form  of  flattery :  and  their  heads  may  be 
easily  turned ;  but  they  are  as  easily  turned 
back  again.  And  the  house — the  widow's 
house — which  for  so  many  years  had  been  so 
dull  and  quiet  a  place,  was  transformed  into 
a  place  of  entertainment.      It   only   wanted 
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coloured  lamps  to  make  it  another  Vauxhall : 
it  was  crowded  every  night  with  the  younger 
friends  of  bride  and  bridegroom.  George 
had  man}^  friends.  He  was  gregarious  by 
nature  :  he  was  a  rowing  man  on  the  athletic 
side :  he  had  a  healthy  love  and  a  light  hand 
for  things  like  bilhards,  shooting,  and  fishing : 
they  are  tastes  which  assist  in  the  creation  of 
friendships. 

These  friends — young  fellows  of  like  mind 
— came  to  the  house  in  multitudes  to  rally 
round  the  man  about  to  desert  their  ranks. 
Young  men  are  forgiving  :  George  would  row 
no  more  among  them :  he  would  be  lost  to 
the  billiard  table,  and  to  the  club  itself:  yet 
they  forgave  him,  and  accepted  his  invitation 
and  went  to  see  the  bride.  They  found  her 
with  the  friends  of  her  own  age.  Heavens ! 
how  the  daring  of  one  man  in  taking  away  a 
maiden  from  the  band  encourages  others ! 
There  are  six  love  stories  at  least,  all  rising 
out  of  these  evenings,  and  all  of  surpassing 
interest,   had    one   the    time   to  write   them. 


2 52  THE  IVORY  GATE 

They  are  both  grave  and  gay :  there  are  tears 
in  every  one :  the  course  of  true  love  in  no 
case  ran  smooth  except  in  the  Story  of  the 
Two  Stupids.  Love's  enemies  can  never  effect 
aught  against  a  Stupid,  and  so  these  two 
Stupids  became  engaged  without  opposition, 
and  were  married  with  acclamations ;  but 
they  are  too  Stupid — perhaps — to  know  their 
own  happiness. 

All  this  went  on  for  three  weeks.  It  was 
arranged  that  the  happy  pair  should  be 
married  in  the  middle  of  August :  they  had 
resolved  to  spend  their  honeymoon  in  France, 
staying  a  few  days  in  Paris,  and  then  going 
on  to  see  the  towns  and  the  country  along 
the  Loire,  with  the  old  city  of  Tours  for  their 
centre.  They  proposed  to  live  entirely  upon 
fruit  and  wine  and  kisses.  No  place  in  the 
world  like  Touraine  for  those  who  are  so  young, 
and  so  much  in  love,  and  so  perfectly  satisfied 
with  so  simple  a  diet.  Even  for  those  who  take 
a  cutlet  with  the  fruit  and  the  wine,  there  is 
no  place  equal  to  Touraine.    Meantime,  against 
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tlie  home-coming,  a  desirable  flat  was  secured, 
not  one  of  your  little  economical  flats,  all 
drawing-room  with  two  or  three  rabbit 
hutches  for  bedrooms,  but  a  large  and  highly 
decorated  flat  with  all  the  newest  appliances, 
large  rooms,  and  a  lift  and  plenty  of  space  for 
the  dinner-parties  and  receptions  which  Elsie 
would  have  to  give.  The  servants  were 
engaged.  The  furniture  was  ordered,  all  in 
the  advanced  taste  of  the  day^carpets,  cur- 
tains, pictures,  over-mantels,  cabinets,  screens. 
Elsie  went  every  day  to  her  new  home  and 
found  something  omitted,  and  sat  down  in  it 
to  wonder  what  it  would  be  like — this  new 
life  she  was  entering  upon.  Oh !  it  was  a 
busy  time. — Then  there  was  her  trousseau 
— everybody  knows  the  amount  of  thought 
and  care  required  for  a  trousseau  :  this  was 
approaching  completion — everybody  knows 
the  happiness,  peculiar,  and  unlike  any  other 
kind  of  happiness,  with  which  a  girl  contem- 
plates a  heap  of  'things,'  all  her  own.  I 
suppose  that  it  is  only  at  her  wedding  that 
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slie  can  enjoy  this  happiness,  for  afterwards, 
the  '  things '  are  not  her  own,  but  the  things 
of  tlie  family.  The  bride's  dress,  another 
thing  of  supreme  importance,  had  been  tried 
on,  though  as  yet  it  was  very,  very  far  from 
being  finished.  The  bridesmaids,  two  of 
George's  sisters,  had  also  already  tried  on 
their  dresses.  They  came  every  day,  two 
very  sweet  girls,  who  have  both  to  do  with 
those  six  love  stories  which  will  never,  I 
fear,  be  told,  to  talk  over  the  events  and  to 
see  the  presents.  These  came  in  daily,  and 
were  laid  out  in  a  room  by  themselves,  look- 
ing very  splendid  :  their  splendour  proved  the 
wealth  and  the  position  of  the  pair,  because 
rich  presents  are  only  given  to  rich  people- 
In  a  word,  everybody  was  heartily,  loyally 
sympathetic,  as  if  to  make  up  for  the  previous 
harshness  and  coldness.  For  four  weeks  this 
happiness  lasted  !  It  was  on  Monday,  June  29, 
that  the  golden  shower  descended  upon 
them :  it  was  on  Monday,  July  20,  that  the 
rain  of  gold  ceased,  and  another  kind  of  cloud 
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came  up  which  speedily  changed  into  a  driv- 
ing storm  of  rain  and  sleet  and  hail  and  ice 
and  snow. 

Look  at  tlieni  on  Sunday.  Before  the  storm 
there  is  generally  a  brief  time  of  sunshine, 
warm  and  fine  :  after  the  storm,  the  calm  that 
follows  is  a  time  of  dismay,  speechless  and 
tearless.  Sunday  was  the  day  before  the 
storm :  it  was  a  day  of  sunshine  without  and 
within.  The  lovers  spent  the  whole  day 
together,  hand  in  hand.  They  went  to 
church  togethet :  they  sat  side  by  side,  they 
warbled  off  the  same  hymn  book.  The 
service  proved,  as  the  preacher  used  to  say,  a 
season  of  refreshment,  for  never  doth  religion 
so  uplift  the  soul  as  when  it  is  entirely  happy  : 
the  voices  of  the  choir  chanting  tlie  psalms 
filled  them  with  joy,  and  would  have  done  so 
even  if  they  had  been  penitential  minors,  and 
the  lamentation  of  a  sinner.  Their  hearts 
rose  higher  and  higher  as  the  preacher  ex- 
horted, and  would  have  fiown  upwards  just 
as   much    whether   he    had    brandislied    tlie 
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terrors  of  the  law  or  held  out  the  gracious 
promise  of  the  Gospel.  Eor  you  see,  at  such 
a  time  as  this,  whatever  was  said  or  done  only 
led  this  faithful  pair  farther  and  deeper  into 
the  shady  glades  and  fragrant  lawns  and 
flowery  dells  of  Love's  Paradise. 

Every  church,  at  every  service,  and  es- 
pecially in  the  evening,  contains  many  such 
lovers.  You  may  know  them  by  certain 
infallible  signs.  They  sit  very  close  together  : 
they  sing  off  the  same  book :  their  faces 
betray  by  the  rigidity  of  their  attitude,  which 
is  that  of  pretended  attention,  the  far  away 
expression  of  their  eyes,  and  the  absence  of 
any  external  sign  of  emotion  or  sympathy 
with  the  preacher,  that  their  hands,  beneath 
some  folds  of  the  feminine  gabardine,  are 
closely  clasped.  It  has  sometimes  pleased  the 
philosopher  and  relieved  the  tedium  of  a  dull 
sermon  to  look  round  the  congregation  and 
to  pick  out  the  lovers — here  a  pair  and  there 
a  pair.  Even  in  the  church,  you  see.  Love  is 
conqueror  and  king. 
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These  lovers,  therefore,  went  to  church  in 
a  frame  of  mind  truly  heavenly :  nobody  in 
the  whole  congregation  felt  more  deeply  pious  ; 
every  response  was  an  Act  of  Praise  :  every 
prayer  an  Act  of  Gratitude  :  every  hymn  a 
personal  Thankoffering.  But  beneath  those 
seemingly  calm  faces  was  flying  and  rushing  a 
whirlwind  of  hopes,  memories,  plans,  j)rojects, 
and  gratitudes.  He  who  looks  back  upon  the 
days  immediately  before  his  wedding-day — 
most  men  no  more  remember  their  own  emo- 
tions than  a  child  remembers  yesterday's  ear- 
ache— will  wonder  how  he  lived  throuoh  that 
time  of  change,  when  all  that  he  prayed  for 
was  granted,  but  on  the  condition  of  a  turning 
upside  down  of  all  his  habits,  customs,  and 
petted  ways. 

All  round  them  sat  the  people,  no  doubt 
with  minds  wholly  attuned  to  the  service  of 
Prayer  and  Praise.  Well,  the  sheep  in  a  flock 
to  outward  seeming  are  all  alike,  yet  every 
animal  has  his  own  desires  and  small  ambitions 
for  himself.  So  I  suppose  with  the  congrega- 
VOL.  I.  s 
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tion.  As  every  man  shuts  the  street  door 
behind  him  and  trudges  along  the  way  to 
church  —  the  Via  Sacra  —  with  wife  and 
children,  he  carries  in  his  waistcoat  pocket, 
close  to  his  heart,  a  little  packet  of  business 
cares  to  think  upon  during  the  sermon.  And 
if  all  the  thoughts  of  all  the  people  could  be 
collected  after  the  sermon  instead  of  the  offer- 
tory, they  would  make  a  salutary  oblation 
indeed. 

'  George,'  said  Elsie,  as  they  came  out, '  let 
us  go  into  the  Gardens  and  sit  under  a  tree 
and  talk.  Let  us  get  away  from  everybody 
for  half-an-hour.' 

Kensington  Gardens  were  filled  with  the 
customary  throng  of  those  who,  like  tliem- 
selves,  had  been  to  church.  The  carping  phi- 
losopher says  unkind  things  about  Church, 
and  Gardens,  and  Fashion.  As  if  Church 
would  ever  keep  like  from  congregating  with 
like  !  There  were  shoals  of  beautiful  girls, 
dressed  as  well  as  they  knew  or  could  afford  : 
dozens  of  young  fellows,  and  with  them  the  no 
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longer  quite  so  young,  the  no  longer  young,  the 
no  longer  young  at  all,  the  middle-aged,  the  el- 
derly and  the  old,  not  to  speak  of  the  children. 
Elsie  looked  up  and  down  the  walk.  '  We  are 
never  so  much  alone  as  in  a  crowd,'  she  said, 
with  the  air  that  some  girls  assume  of  saying 
an  original  thing — which  no  woman  ever  did 
say  yet,  unless  by  accident. 

They  joined  the  stream  :  presently  George 
led  the  girl  out  of  the  road  and  across  the 
grass  to  a  place  where  two  or  three  chairs  were 
set  under  the  trees.  They  sat  down.  Then 
occurred  the  miracle  wrought  in  these  gardens 
every  day  and  all  day  long.  Out  of  the  ground 
sprang  a  man — for  such  he  seemed,  though 
doubtless  a  spirit-messenger — who  demanded 
twopence.  This  paid,  he  vanished  straightway. 
After  this  ceremony  they  talked. 

'  George,'  said  the  girl,  '  every  day  now, 
wherever  I  am,  even  at  church,  I  feel  as  if  I 
should  hke  to  jump  up  and  to  sing  and  dance. 
This  morning  I  should  have  liked  a  service  all 
to  ourselves — you  to  read  and  I  to  sing :  you 

s  2 
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to  pray  and  I  to  praise.  I  kept  wondering  if 
there  was  any  girl  in  the  place  so  happy  as 
myself — or  so  unhappy  as  I  was  three  short 
weeks  ago.' 

'Elsie,'  said  George — a  simple  thing  to 
say,  but  it  had  a  thousand  meanings. 

'  We  have  not  deserved  it.  Indeed, 
indeed — we  have  not.  Why  are  we  singled 
out  for  such  joy?  We  already  had  the 
greatest  tiling  of  all — we  had  love.  That  is 
happiness  enough  for  some  women.  We  only 
wanted  a  little  more  money,  and  now  we  liave 
all  this  great  fortune.' 

'  It  is  wonderful,  Elsie  ! ' 

She  laid  her  hand  on  his  and  spoke  in  her 
sweet  low  voice,  gazing  upwards.  '  George  ! 
I  am  so  happy,  that  I  want  everybody  else  to 
be  happy  as  well.  The  angels,  I  am  sure, 
must  lose  some  of  their  joy  in  wishing  that 
all  were  with  them.  I  pity  all  those  poor  girls 
who  have  no  lovers  :  all  those  poor  married 
people  who  are  lying  in  poverty  :  all  those 
poor  creatures  who  are  trying  for  what  they 
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cannot  get ;  all  those  who  are  weeping  outside 
the  gates  of  Heaven.  George,  it  is  a  beautiful 
world,  and  it  should  be  such  a  happy  world  : 
there  should  be  nothing  but  joy  all  through 
life.  There  is  such  an  abundance  of  happiness 
possible  in  it.  Sadness  is  only  a  passing 
cloud  :  anxiety  is  only  a  touch  of  east  wind  : 
evil  and  pain  are  only  fleeting  shadows.' 

She  sighed  and  clasped  her  hands,  and  the 
tears  rose  to  her  eyes. 

*We  shall  grow  old  together,  George,'  she 
went  on,  murmuring  rather  than  speaking. — 
I  omit  her  lover's  interruptions  and  interjec- 
tions.— '  You  will  always  love  me,  long  after 
my  beauty — you  know  you  will  call  it  beauty, 
George — is  past  and  gone  :  even  when  I  am  a 
poor  old  crone  doubled  up  in  my  arm-chair  : 
you  will  always  love  me.     My  life  will  be  full 

— full — full    of    love.     Perhaps' Here 

her  face  flushed,  and  she  stopped.  '  We  shall 
have  no  trouble  about  money :  we  shall  go 
on  always  learning  more  and  more,  growing 
wiser  and  wiser  and  wiser.     You  will  be  a 
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wise  and  good  man,  thinking  and  working  all 
your  life  for  other  people,  just  as  Mr.  Dering 
imagined — three  weeks  ago.  Everybody  will 
love  and  respect  you.  Then  you  will  grow 
gray-headed,  you  poor,  dear  boy  ;  and  all  the 
world  will  say  how  wise  and  strong  you  are  ; 
and  I  shall  be  prouder  of  my  old  husband 
than  even  I  was  of  my  young  lover.  The  life 
that  others  have  dreamed,  we  shall  live. 
Every  day  shall  come  laden  with  its  own  joy, 
so  that  we  would  not,  if  we  could  help  it, 
suffer  it  to  go  away.'  She  struck  a  deeper 
note,  and  her  voice  trembled  and  sank  and 
her  eyes  filled  with  tears :  '  Life  shall  be  all 
happiness,  as  God  intended  for  us.  Even 
Death  will  be  little  sorrow,  for  the  separation 
will  be  so  short.'  Once  more  she  laid  her 
hand  on  his. 

Even  to  the  most  frivolous,  the  prospect 
of  the  wedded  life  awakens  grave  and  solemn 
thoughts  :  for  those  who  have  eyes  to  see  and 
ears  to  hear  and  brains  to  understand,  there 
is  no  prospect  so  charged  with  chances  and 
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possibilities,  where  even  life  itself  may  become 
a  Death  in  Life. 

When  George  left  her  in  the  evening,  he 
drove  to  see  Athelstan. 

'  So,'  he  said,  '  you  have  been  courting  all 
day,  I  suppose.  You  ought  to  have  had 
enough  of  it.  Sit  down  and  have  something 
— a  pipe — a  cigar. — Well — you  are  going  to 
be  very  jolly,  I  suppose.  Elsie's  little  fortune 
will  help  a  bit,  won't  it  ? ' 

'  I  should  think  so,  indeed.' 

'  Yes — I've  been  very  glad,  ever  since  you 
told  me  that  the  child  had  had  this  stroke  of 
luck.  I  wonder  who  gave  her  the  money? 
To  be  sure,  there  is  plenty  of  money  knocking 
about  among  the  Arundels.  Most  of  us  have 
had  a  sort  of  instinct  for  making  money.  Put 
us  down  anywhere  among  a  lot  of  men  in  a 
city,  and  we  begin  to  transfer  the  contents  of 
their  pockets  to  our  own.' 

'  Meanwhile,  give  up  this  old  resentment. 
Come  back  to  your  own  people.  Come  to  our 
weddinir.' 
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'  I  cannot  possibly,  unless  you  will  tell  me 
who  forged  that  cheque.  How  could  I  go 
back  to  people  who  still  believe  me  guilty  ? 
When  you  are  married,  I  will  go  and  see 
Elsie,  which  I  can  do  with  a  light  heart.  You 
have  not  told  any  one  about  my  return  ?  ' 

'  Certainly  not.  No  one  suspects,  and  no 
one  talks  or  thinks  about  you.' 

Athelstan  laughed  a  little.  '  That  is  a 
doubtful  piece  of  information.  Am  I  to 
rejoice  or  to  weep,  because  I  am  completely 
forgotten  and  out  of  mind  ?  It  is  rather 
humiliating,  isn't  it  ?  ' 

'  You  are  not  forgotten  at  all.  That  is  a 
different  thing.  Only  they  do  not  speak  of 
you.' 

'  Well,  George,  never  mind  that  now.  I 
am  glad  you  came  to-night,  because  I  have 
some  news  for  you.  I  have  found  the  com- 
missionnaire  who  took  the  cheque  to  the  Bank 
— actually  found  the  man.' 

'  No  !     After  all  these  years  ?  ' 

'  I  wrote  out  the  particulars  of  the  case — 
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briefly.  Yesterday  I  took  the  paper  to  the 
commissionnaires'  barrack  in  the  Strand  and 
offered  a  reward  for  the  recovery  of  the  man 
who  had  cashed  the  cheque.  That  same 
evening  the  man  presented  himself  and 
claimed  the  reward.  He  remembered  the 
thing  very  well — for  this  reason  :  the  gentle- 
man who  employed  him  first  sent  him  with  a 
bag  to  a  Parcel  Delivery  Office  :  he  did  not 
look  at  the  address.  The  gentleman  was 
staying  at  the  Cecil  Hotel.  Now  the  com- 
missionnaire  was  a  one-armed  man.  Because 
he  had  only  one  arm,  the  gentleman — who 
was  a  pleasant-spoken  gentleman — gave  him 
ten  shillings  for  his  trouble,  which  was  nine 
shillings  more  than  his  proper  pay.  The 
gentleman  sent  him  to  the  Bank  with  this 
cheque  to  cash,  and  he  returned  with  seven 
hundred  and  twenty  pounds  in  ten-pound 
notes.  Tlien  it  was  that  the  gentleman — who 
seems  to  have  been  a  free-handed  gentleman 
— gave  him  the  ten  shillings.  The  man  says 
that  he  would  know  that  gentleman  anywhere. 


266  THE  IVORY  GATE 

He  was  old,  and  had  gray  hair.  He  says  that 
he  should  know  him  wherever  he  saw  him. 
What  do  you  think  of  that  ? ' 

'  Well — it  is  something,  if  you  could  find 
that  old  man.' 

'  Why,  of  course  it  was  Checkley — gray- 
haired  Checkley.  We'll  catch  that  old  fox, 
yet.  Beware  of  Checkley.  He's  a  Fox.  He's 
a  Worm.  He's  a  creeping  Centipede.  When 
the  old  man  goes,  you  must  make  Checkley 
pack.' 
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CHAPTER    X 

A   MYSTERIOUS   DISCOVERY 

On  Monday  morning  the  Unexpected  hap- 
pened. It  came  with  more  than  common 
maUgnity.  In  fact  nothing  more  threatening 
to  the  persons  chiefly  concerned  in  the  cala- 
mity could  have  happened,  though  at  first  they 
were  happily  spared  the  comprehension  of  its 
full  significance. 

There  is  a  wide-spread  superstition — so 
wide  that  it  must  be  true — that  at  those  rare 
moments  when  one  feels  foolishly  happy,  at 
peace  with  aU  the  world,  at  peace  with  one's 
own  conscience,  all  injuries  forgiven,  tlie  future 
stretched  out  before  like  a  sunlit  peaceful  lake, 
some  disaster,  great  or  small,  is  certainly  im- 
minent. 'Don't  feel  too  happy,'  says  Ex- 
perience  Universal.     The    Gods    resent    the 


268  THE  IVORY  GATE 

happiness  of  man.  Affect  a  little  anxiety.  As- 
sume a  certain  sadness.  Eestrain  that  dancing 
leg.  If  you  must  shake  it,  do  so  as  if  by  acci- 
dent, or  as  if  in  terror — for  choice,  shake  it  over 
an  open  grave  in  the  churchyard.  Stop  sing- 
ing that  song  of  joy  ;  try  the  Lamentation  of  a 
Sinner  instead.  So  will  the  Gods  be  deceived. 
Above  all,  never  allow  yourself  to  believe  that 
the  Devil  is  dead.  He  is  not  even  asleep.  By 
carefully  observing  these  precautions,  a  great 
many  misfortunes  may  be  averted.  If,  for  in- 
stance, George  had  gone  home  soberly  on  Sun- 
day night  instead  of  carrying  on  like  a  school- 
boy in  playtime,  obviously  happy,  and  so  invi- 
ting calamity,  perhaps  he  would  never  have 
been  connected — as  he  afterwards  became — 
with  this  disaster. 

You  have  heard  that  Mr.  Bering  was  a 
man  of  method.  Every  morning  he  arrived 
at  his  office  at  a  quarter  before  ten :  he  hung 
up  his  coat  and  hat  in  a  recess  behind  the 
door :  he  then  opened  his  safe  with  his  own 
hand.     Checkley   had   already  laid   out   the 
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table  with  a  clean  blotting-pad,  pens,  and 
letter-paper  :  he  had  also  placed  the  letters 
of  the  day  upon  the  pad.  The  reading  of  the 
letters  began  the  day's  work.  The  lawyer 
read  them,  made  notes  upon  them,  rang  for 
his  shorthand  clerk,  and  dictated  answers. 
These  despatched,  he  turned  to  the  standing 
business.  This  morning,  with  the  usual 
routine,  he  was  plodding  through  the  letters 
of  the  day,  taking  up  one  after  the  other, 
and  reading  half  mechanically.  Presently 
he  opened  one,  and  looked  at  the  head- 
ing. '  Ellis  and  Northcote,'  he  said.  '  What 
do  they  w^ant  ? '  Tlien  he  suddenly  stopped 
short  and  started.  Then  he  began  the  letter 
again,  and  again  he  stopped  short.  It  was 
from  his  brokers  in  the  City,  and  it  recom- 
mended a  certain  advantageous  investment. 
That  was  not  in  itself  very  extraordinary. 
But  it  contained  the  following?  remarkable 
passage  :  '  You  have  made  such  great  transfers 
and  so  many  sales  during  the  last  few  months 
that  you  have  probably  more  profitable  uses 
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for  money  in  your  own  business.  But  if  you 
should  have  a  few  thousands  available  at 
the  present  moment,  it  is  a  most  favourable 
opportunity ' 

'  Great  transfers  and  many  sales  ? '  asked 
Mr.  Dering,  bewildered.  '  What  transfers  ? 
What  sales  does  he  mean  ? ' 

He  turned  over  the  pages  of  his  Diary.  He 
could  find  no  transactions  of  the  kind  at  all. 
Then  he  reflected  again.  'I  can  remember 
no  transfers,'  he  murmured.  '  Is  this  another 
trick  of  memory  ? ' 

Finally,  he  touched  the  bell  upon  his  table. 

'  Checkley,'  said  Mr.  Dering,  on  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  ancient  clerk,  '  I  have  got  a 
letter  that  I  don't  understand  at  all.  I  told 
you  that  my  memory  was  going.  Now  you 
see.  Here  is  a  letter  about  transfers  and  sales 
of  stock.  What  transfers.^  I  don't  under- 
stand one  word  of  it.  My  memory  is  not  only 
going — it  is  gone.' 

'  Memory  going  ?  Nonsense,'  the  old  man 
shook  his  head.     '  No — no  ;  your  memory  is 
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all  right.  Mine  is  as  clear  as  a  bell.  So's 
yours.  You  eat  hearty.  So  do  I.  You 
sleep  well.  So  do  I.  We're  both  as  hale  and 
hearty  as  ever.' 

'  Xo — no.  My  memory  is  not  what  it  was, 
I've  told  you  so  a  dozen  times.  I  lose  myself 
sometimes.  Yesterday,  when  the  clock  struck 
twelve,  I  thought  it  was  only  ten.  I  had  lost 
two  hours.  And  sometimes  when  I  walk  home, 
I  lose  recollection  of  the  walk  afterwards.' 

'  Tut,  tut ;  nobody  of  your  age  is  such  a 
young  man  as  you.  Why,  you  walk  Hke 
five-and-twenty.  And  you  eat  hearty — 
you  eat  very  hearty.'  His  words  were 
encouraging,  but  he  looked  anxiously  at  his 
master.  Truly,  there  was  no  apparent  decay 
in  Mr.  Bering.  He  sat  as  upright :  he  looked 
as  keen :  he  spoke  as  clearly,  as  ever. 

'  Well — about  this  letter.  My  friend  Ellis, 
of  Ellis  and  Northcote,  writes  to  me  about 
something  or  other,  and  speaks  of  my  efiecting 
great  transfers  and  sales  of  stock  lately. 
What  does  he  mean  ?  ' 
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'  You  haven't  bought  or  sold  any  stock 
lately,  that  I  know  of.' 

'  Well,  you  would  have  known. — Have 
we  had  to  make  any  investments  for  clients 
of  late  ?  There  was  the  Dalton-Smith 
estate.' 

'  That  was  eleven  months  ago.' 

'  I  suppose  he  must  mean  that — he  can't 
mean  anything  else.  Yes,  that  is  it.  Well — 
I've  got  a  Partner  now,  so  that  it  matters  less 
than  it  would  have  done — had  my  memory 
played  me  tricks  with  no  other  responsible 
man  in  the  place.' 

'  You  didn't  want  a  partner,'  said  Checkley 
jealously.     '  You  had  ME.' 

'  He  must  mean  that,'  Mr.  Dering  repeated. 
*  He  can't  mean  anything  else.  However — 
has  my  Bank  book  been  made  up  lately  .^ ' 

'  Here  it  is.  Made  up  last  Friday. 
Nothing  been  in  or  out  since.' 

Mr.  Dering  had  not  looked  at  his  book 
for  three  or  four  months.  He  was  well  served  : 
his  people  took  care  of  his  Bank  book.     Now 
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he  opened  it,  and  began  to  run  his  finger  up 
and  down  the  pages. 

'  Checkley,'  he  said,  '  what  has  happened 
to  Newcastle  Corporation  Stock?  The  divi- 
dends were  due  some  weeks  ago.  They  are 
not  paid  yet.  Is  the  town  gone  bankrupt? 
And — eh  ?     Where  is  Wolverhampton  ?    And 

— and ' He    turned   over    the    paper 

quickly.  '  Checkley,  there  is  something 
wroncr  -with  the  book.  Not  a  sinMe  dividend 
of  anything  entered  for  the  last  four  months. 
There  ought  to  have  been  about  six  hundred 
pounds  in  that  time.' 

'  Queer  mistake,'  said  Checkley.  '  I'll 
take  the  book  round  to  the  Bank,  and  have  it 
corrected.* 

'  A  very  gross  and  careless  mistake,  I  call  it. 
Tell  the  manager  I  said  so.  Let  it  be  set 
right  at  once,  Checkley — at  once — and  while 
you  wait.     And  bring  it  back  to  me.' 

The  Bank  was  in  Chancery  Lane,  close 
to  the  office.  The  old  clerk  went  off  on  his 
errand. 

VOL.  I.  T 
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'  A  very  careless  mistake,'  the  lawyer  re- 
peated ;  '  any  clerk  of  mine  who  committed 
such  a  mistake  should  be  dismissed  at  once.' 
In  fact,  the  certainty  of  full  and  speedy 
justice  kept  Mr.  Bering's  clerks  always  at  a 
high  level  of  efficiency. 

He  returned  to  the  letters,  apparently 
with  no  farther  uneasiness. 

After  ten  minutes,  Checkley  taking  longer 
than  he  expected,  Mr.  Dering  became  aware 
that  his  attention  was  wandering.  '  Great 
transfers  and  many  sales,'  he  repeated.  '  After 
all,  he  must  mean  the  investment  of  that 
Dalton-Smith  money.  Yet  that  was  only  a 
single  transaction.  What  can  he  mean  ?  He 
must  have  made  a  mistake.  He  must  be 
thinking  of  another  client.  It's  his  memory, 
not  mine,  that  is  confused.  That's  it — 
his  memory.' 

The  large  open  safe  in  the  corner  was 
filled  with  stacks  of  paper  tied  up  and  endorsed. 
These  papers  contained,  among  other  things, 
the  securities  for  the  whole  of  Mr.  Bering's 
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private  fortune,  which  was  now  very  consider- 
able. Even  the  greatest  City  magnate  would 
feci  for  Mr.  Dering  the  respect  due  to  wealth 
if  he  knew  the  amount  represented  by  the 
contents  of  that  safe.  There  they  were,  the 
leases,  agreements,  mortgages,  deeds,  bonds, 
conveyances,  shares,  all  the  legal  documents 
by  which  the  wicked  man  is  prevented  from 
seizing  and  appropriating  the  rich  man's 
savings.  Formerly  the  rich  man  kept  his 
money  in  a  box  with  iron  bands.  He  locked 
up  the  box  and  put  it  in  a  recess  in  the  cellar 
contrived  in  the  stone  wall.  If  he  was  only  a 
bourgeois,  it  was  but  a  little  box,  and  he  put 
it  in  a  secret  place  (but  everybody  knew  the 
secret)  at  the  head  of  his  bed.  If  he  were  a 
peasant,  he  tied  his  money  up  in  a  clout  and 
put  it  under  the  hearthstone.  In  any  case, 
thieves  broke  in  and  stole  those  riches.  Now, 
grown  wiser,  he  has  no  box  of  treasures  at 
all :  he  lends  it  all  in  various  directions  and  to 
various  associations  and  companies.  Everv 
rich    man   is   a   money-lender :    he  is    either 
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Shylock  the  Great  or  Shylock  the  Less,  accord- 
ing to  the  amount  he  lends.  Thieves  can  steal 
nothing  but  paper  which  is  no  use  to  them. 
As  we  grow  wiser  still,  we  shall  have  nothing 
at  all  in  any  house  that  can  be  of  any  use  to 
any  thief,  because  everything  in  the  least 
valuable  will  have  its  papers,  without  the  pro- 
duction of  which  nothing  of  value  will  be 
bought  or  sold.  And  all  the  gold  and  silver, 
whether  forks  or  mugs,  will  be  lodged  in  the 
Bank.  Then  everybody  will  become  honest, 
and  the  eighth  commandment  will  be  for- 
gotten. 

Among  Mr.  Bering's  papers  were  share 
certificates,  bonds,  and  scrip  of  various  kinds, 
amounting  in  all  to  a  great  many  thousands. 
Of  this  money  a  sum  of  nearly  thirteen  thou- 
sand pounds  belonged  to  Elsie,  but  was  still 
in  her  guardian's  name.  This,  of  course,  was 
the  fortune  which  had  fallen  so  unexpectedly 
into  the  girl's  hands.  The  rest,  amounting  to 
about  twenty-five  thousand  pounds,  was  his 
own  money.     It  represented  of  course  only  a 
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part,  only  a  small  part,  of  his  very  respectable 
fortune. 

Mr.  Bering,  whose  memory,  if  it  was  de- 
caying, was  certainly  clear  on  some  points, 
looked  across  the  room  at  the  open  safe,  and 
began  to  think  of  the  papers  representing  their 
investments.  He  remembered  perfectly  all 
the  different  Corporation  Stock.  All  the 
water,  gas,  railway  shares,  the  Indian  Stock 
and  the  Colonial  Stock :  the  Debenture  com- 
panies and  the  Trading  companies.  He  was 
foolish,  he  thought,  to  be  disturbed  by  a  mere 
mistake  of  the  broker  :  his  recent  lapses  of 
memory  had  made  him  nervous  :  there  could 
be  nothing  wrong  :  but  that  clerk  at  the  Bank 
ought  to  be  dismissed  for  carelessness.  There 
could  be  nothing  wrong  :  for  the  sake  of  assur- 
ance he  would  turn  out  the  papers  :  but  there 
could  be  nothing  wrong. 

He  knew  very  well  where  they  were ; 
everything  in  his  office  had  its  place :  they 
were  all  tied  up  together  in  a  bulky  parcel, 
bestowed  upon  a  certain  shelf  or  compart- 
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ment  of  the  safe.  He  pushed  back  his  chair, 
got  up,  and  walked  over  to  the  safe. 

Strange  !  The  papers  were  not  in  their 
place.  Again  he  felt  the  former  irritation  at 
having  forgotten  something.  It  was  always 
returning :  every  day  he  seemed  to  be  forget- 
ting something.  But  the  certificates  must  be 
in  the  safe.  He  stood  irresolutely  looking  at 
the  piles  of  papers,  trying  to  think  how  they 
could  have  been  displaced.  While  he  was 
thus  wondering  and  gazing,  Checkley  came 
back,  Bank-book  in  hand, 

'  There  is  something  wrong,'  he  said.  '  No 
dividends  at  all  have  been  paid  to  your 
account  for  the  last  three  months.  There  is 
no  mistake  at  the  Bank.  I've  seen  the  man- 
ager, and  he's  looked  into  it,  and  says  there 
can't  be  any  mistake  about  the  entries.' 

'  No  dividends  ?  What  is  the  meaning  of 
it,  Checkley?  No  dividends?  Why,  there's 
thirty-eight  thousand  pounds  worth  of  stock. 
The  certificates  are  kept  here  in  the  safe  ; 
only,  for  some  reason  or  other,  I  can't  find 
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them  at  the  moment.  They  must  be  in  the 
safe  somewhere.  Just  help  me  to  find  them, 
will  you  ? ' 

He  began  to  search  among  the  papers,  at 
first  a  little  anxiously,  then  nervously,  then 
feverishly. 

'  Where  are  they  ?  '  he  cried,  tossing  over 
the  bundles.  'They  must  be  here.  They 
must  be  here.  Let  us  turn  out  the  whole 
contents  of  the  safe.  We  must  find  them. 
They  have  never  been  kept  in  any  other 
place.  Nobody  has  touched  them  or  seen 
them  except  myself.' 

The  old  clerk  pulled  out  all  the  papers  in 
the  safe  and  laid  them  in  a  great  pile  on  the 
table.  When  there  was  nothing  left  in  the 
safe,  they  began  systematically  to  go  through 
the  whole.  When  they  had  finished,  they 
looked  at  each  other  blankly. 

Everything  was  there  except  the  certifi- 
cates and  scrip  representing  the  investment 
of  thirty-eight  thousand  pounds.  These  alone 
could    not  be  found.     Tliey  examined  every 
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packet :  they  opened  every  bundle  of  papers  : 
they  looked  into  every  folded  sheet  of  parch- 
ment or  foolscap.  The  certificates  were 
not  in  the  safe.  '  Well,'  said  the  clerk 
at  last,  '  they're  not  here,  you  see. — Now 
then ! ' 

In  the  midst  of  their  perplexity  happened 
a  thing  almost  as  surprising  and  quite  as 
unexpected  as  the  loss  of  the  certificates. 
Among  the  papers  was  a  small  round  parcel 
tied  up  with  red  tape.  Checkley  opened  it. 
'  Bank-notes,'  he  said,  and  laid  it  aside.  They 
were  not  at  the  moment  looking  for  bank- 
notes, but  for  certificates.  When  he  was 
satisfied  that  these  were  not  in  the  safe,  and 
had  thrown,  so  to  speak,  the  responsibility  of 
finding  out  the  cause  of  their  absence  upon 
his  master,  he  took  up  once  more  this  bundle. 
It  was,  as  he  had  said,  a  bundle  of  bank-notes 
rolled  up  and  tied  round.  He  untied  the 
knot  and  laid  them  flat,  turning  up  the 
corners  and  counting.  '  Curious,'  he  said ; 
'they're  all   ten-pound  notes — all   ten-pound 
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notes  :  there  must  be  more  than  fifty  of  them. 
And  the  outside  one  is  covered  with  dust. 
What  are  they  ?  ' 

'  How  should  I  know  ? '  said  Mr.  Dering 
irritably.  '  Give  them  to  me.  Bank-notes  ? 
There  are  no  Bank-notes  in  my  safe.' 

'  Forgotten  !  '  the  clerk  murmured. 
*  Clients'  money,  perhaps.  But  the  client 
would  have  asked  for  it.  Five  or  six  hundred 
pounds.  How  can  five  hundred  pounds  be 
forgotten?  Even  a  Eothschild  would  re- 
member five  hundred  pounds.  Forgotten  !  ' 
He  glanced  suspiciously  at  his  master,  and 
shook  his  head,  fumbling  among  the 
papers. 

Mr.  Dering  snatched  the  bundle  from  his 
clerk.  Truly,  they  were  bank-notes — ten- 
pound  bank-notes  ;  and  they  had  been  for- 
gotten. The  clerk  was  riglit.  There  is  no 
Firm  in  the  world  where  a  bundle  worth  five 
hundred  pounds  could  be  forgotten  and  no 
inquiry  made  after  it.  Mr.  Dering  stared 
blankly  at  them.    •  Notes  ! '  he  cried — '  notes ! 
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Ten-poimd  notes.  What  notes? — Checkley, 
how  did  these  notes  come  here  ? ' 

'If  you  don't  know,'  the  clerk  replied, 
*  nobody  knows.  You've  got  the  key  of  the 
safe/ 

'  Good  Heavens  ! '  If  Mr.  Dering  had 
been  twenty  years  younger,  he  would  have 
jumped.  Men  of  seventy-five  are  not  allowed 
to  jump.  The  dignity  of  age  does  not  allow 
of  jumping.  '  This  is  most  wonderful  ! 
Checkley,  this  is  most  mysterious  ! ' 

'  What  is  it  ?  ' 

'These  notes — the  Devil  is  in  the  safe 
to-day,  I  do  believe.  First  the  certificates 
are  lost ;  that  is,  they  can't  be  found — and 
next  these  notes  turn  up.' 

'  What  notes  are  they,  then  ? ' 

'They  are  nothing  else  than  the  Bank- 
notes paid  across  the  counter  for  that  forged 
cheque  of  eight  years  ago.  Oh !  there  is  no 
doubt  of  it — none  whatever.  I  remember  the 
numbers — the  consecutive  numbers — seventy- 
two    of    them — seven    hundred   and   twenty 
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pounds.  How  did  they  get  here?  Who 
put  them  in?  Checkley,  I  say,  how  did 
these  notes  get  here  ?  ' 

He  held  the  notes  in  his  hand  and  asked 
these  questions  in  pure  bewilderment,  and  not 
in  the  expectation  of  receiving  any  reply. 

'  The  notes  paid  to  that  young  gentleman 
when  he  forged  the  cheque,'  said  Checkley, 
'  must  have  been  put  back  in  the  safe  by  him. 
There's  no  other  way  to  account  for  it.  He 
was  afraid  to  present  them.  He  heard  you 
say  they  were  stopped,  and  he  put  them 
back.  I  think  I  see  him  doing  it.  While  he 
was  flaring  out,  he  done  it — I'm  sure  I  see 
him  doing  it.' 

Mr.  Dering  received  this  suggestion  with- 
out remark.  He  laid  down  the  notes  and 
stared  at  his  clerk.  The  two  old  men  stared 
blankly  at  each  other.  Perhaps  Checkley's 
countenance,  of  the  two,  expressed  the 
greater  astonishment. 

'  How  did  those  notes  get  into  the  safe  ?  ' 
the  lawyer  repeated.      '  This  is  even  a  more 
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wonderful  thing  than  the  mislaying  of  the 
certificates.  You  took  them  out.  Show  me 
exactly  where  they  were  lying.' 

'  They  were  behind  these  books.  See  !  the 
outside  note  is  covered  with  dust.' 

'  They  must  have  been  lying  there  all 
these  years.  In  my  safe  !  The  very  notes 
paid  across  the  counter  to  the  forger's  mes- 
senger !  In  my  safe !  What  does  this 
mean  ?  I  feel  as  if  I  was  going  mad.  I  say 
— What  does  all  this  mean,  Checkley  ?  ' 

The  clerk  made  answer  slowly,  repeating 
his  former  suggestion. 

'  Since  young  Arundel  forged  the  cheque, 
young  Arundel  got  the  notes.  Since  young 
Arundel  got  the  notes,  young  Arundel  must 
have  put  them  back.  No  one  else  could. 
When  young  Arundel  put  them  back,  he  done 
it  because  he  was  afraid  of  your  finding  out. 
He  put  them  back  unseen  by  you  that  day 
when  you  charged  him  with  the  crime.' 

'  I  did  not  charge  him.  I  have  charged 
no  one.' 
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*I  charged  him,  then,  and  you  did  not 
contradict.  I'd  charge  him  again  if  he  was 
here.' 

'Any  man  may  charge  anything  upon 
any  other  man.  There  was  no  proof  what- 
ever, and  none  has  ever  come  to  light.' 

*  You're  always  for  proofs  that  will 
convict  a  man.  I  only  said  that  nobody  else 
could  do  the  thing.  As  for  putting  the  notes 
back  again  in  the  safe,  now  I  come  to  think 
of  it ' — his  face  became  cunning  and  malig- 
nant— '  I  do  remember — yes — oh  !  yes — I 
clearly  remember — I  quite  clearly  remember 
— I  see  it  as  plain  as  if  it  was  before  me. 
He  got  sidling  nearer  and  nearer  the  safe 
while  we  were  talking :  he  got  quite  close 
— so — he  chucked  a  bundle  in  when  he 
thought  I  wasn't  looking.  I  think — I  almost 
think — I  could  swear  to  it.' 

'  Nonsense,'  said  the  lawyer.  'Your 
memory  is  too  clear.  Tie  up  the  notes, 
Checkley,  and  put  them  back.  They  may 
help,    perhaps,  some   time,   to  find    out   the 


•286  THE  IVORY  GATE 

man.      Meantime,  let    us    go   back    to  our 
search.     Let  us  find  these  certificates.' 

They  had  now  examined  every  packet  in 
the  safe :  they  had  looked  at  every  paper : 
they  had  opened  every  book  and  searched 
through  all  the  leaves.  There  was  no  doubt 
left :  the  certificates  were  not  there. 

Checkley  began  to  tie  up  the  bundles  again. 
His  master  sat  down  trying  to  remember 
something — everything — that  could  account 
for  their  disappearance. 


END    OF   THE    FIRST   VOLUME 
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SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR. |_THEJpEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER). -THE    CRUISE   OF    THE"  "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P^  Macnab.  _Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  ^s. 

CAMERON"(MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NO VELS"BY.  Po^8v^iihrsrbds:,sV.ea^ 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  |    DECEIVERS  EVER, 


CHATTO    &.   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  0<l. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OF    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 
EMERSON,  1834  to  1872.    Edited  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton.    With  Portraits. 

Two  Vol?.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  84w. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.  By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 
With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7tt.  OtI. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGirWORKS.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Traoslations 
^f^the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Oh.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.— A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical.    By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.     With 

an  .-Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  tine  Illusts.  Large  4to.  hf.-bd.,  28»« 

CHAUCITRTOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  WoDdcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  P..  Haweis.  DemySvo.clotn  limp,  8a.  6d. 

CLARE.-FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS :   A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clare.     Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  'i;*, ;  cloth  limp,  8s.  6«l. 

CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo.  illust.  boards,  a*,  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND    DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd,   F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6<l. 

COBBAN.  — THE    CURE    OF    SOULS:    A  Story.      By  J.  Maclarem 

Cobban.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  8s. 

COLEMAN  (JOHN),   WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols,  Svo,  cloth,  34«. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Is.  Oil, 

COLLINS  (C.   ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo.  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <id.  each  ;  pos'  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  8s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      I      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.     |      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  8s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.                              I         SWEET  AND  TWENTY. 
A  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE. |         FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  tid. each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds., 8s. each;  cl.limp,  3s.  6d«  each, 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE   AND   SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahonet. 
AFTER   DARK.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.    With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,and  F.  A  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins, 
ARMADALE.    Witli  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND   WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maukier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR   MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A, 
THE   NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE   FROZEN   DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L,  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Halu 
THE  TWO   DESTINIES. 

THE  HAUNTED   HOTEL.    Illnstr-ifed  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE  FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND   SCIENCE.  I  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.       "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE   NOVELS. 

THE  BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 

_  BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Besant.  and  Illusts.  bv  A.  Forestier. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHUKTON.  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

A  MONOGRAPH  ON  DEAN  SWIFT.    Crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  Sa.  ZShortfy, 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgown 
and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of  George  Colman.  With  Lite  by 
G.  B.  BucKSTONE,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  ?».  6d. 

COLMORE.— A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS.      By  G,  golmore,  Author 

of  "  A  Conspiracy  of  Silence."     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY    INCH   A    SOLDIER :  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

CoLQUHOUN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  28. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:   A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  <irt. 

CONWAY  (MONXURE  D.),  WORKS^Y. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEYIL-LORE.    With  65  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3S»8. 
A  NECKLACE  OP  STORIES.     25  lUusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  <i». 
PINE   AND   PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, '-ils. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY  Traced   to  their  Sources  and 

Restored.     Fcap.  8vo.  Japanese  vellum,  2s.  0<l. 

COOK  (DUTT0N)7lJ0VELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo.illust.  boards,  28. 
LEO.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2x.  

CORNWALL.— P0PUL"AR~R0MANCES  0F~THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 
LAND ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  bv  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  c1.,7s.  <i<l. 

COTES.— TWTGIRLS  ON  A  BA"RGE:~By  vT'ciFiiTCGTEs.     With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Crt. 

CRADDOCK.-THE  PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cl.  limp.  2s. ««l. 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  Matt  CRiMT^With 

a  Frontispiece  by  Dan.  Beard.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Bd. 

CRUIKSHANK'S  COMIC  ALMANACK.  Complete  m  Two  Series  : 
The  First  from  1835  to  1843;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s,  6d.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

CUlMING  (C.  F.  GOMTlNlTWORKSB  Y.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  8s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN^LAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 

YIAJCORHWALL  TO_EGY^._\Vitj]_i^hoto_gra\we  Frontis.    Demy8vo.cl.,  7tt.  6d. 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF   HERALDRY ;    with   InstructionF^for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
408  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

CYPLES(W:)— HEARTS  of  GOLD7~cT7Sv5rcr,3sT6d.;  post^Sv^bd^2s. 
t)ANIEL.-MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.   By  G^^rge 

'"'     Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  fid. 

DAUDET.— THE  EVANGELIST ;  or~Port  Salvation.  By^xJaoNSE 
Daudet.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  38.  fid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DAVENANT.  -HINTS  FOR  PARTNTSl)irTHET^HOlCE  OFXPRO- 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.     By  F.  Davenant.  M.A.    Post  8vo.  Is.;  cl..  Is.  fid. 

DA  VIES  (DIL  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WOITKSIBY:  ~ — ~^~ 

Crown  Svo,  Is.  each ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  fid.  each. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND  SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO  LONG   LIFE.    Crown  Svo.  2».;  cloth  limp.  2s.  fid. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS,  including 

Psalms  I.  to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Unpublished  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  ISs. 


CHATTO   &   WiNDUS,    214,   PICCADILLY. 


DAWSON.-THE   FOUNTAIN   OF  YOUTH  :   A  Novel  of  Adventure. 

By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.     Edited  by  Paul  Devon.     With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisbet.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  '.t-*.  Vnl, 


DE  GUERIN.-THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutiex.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.  Translated  from  the 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap.  8vo,  half-bound,  a«.  tf«l. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

.Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  ijvo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  <>«!. 

DETVIILLE.~A  CASTLEirN"SPAIN.     By  JamesTdFmille.    With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  (itl.x  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE~BUJ^^E  RIBBON  OF"THETrURFTA:Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomed  to  Donovan.  With  Notes  on  the  Win- 
ning Horses,  the  Men  who  trained  them,  Jockeys  who  rode  them,  and  Gentlemen  to 
whom  they  belonged  ;  also  Notices  of  the  Betting  and  Betting  Men  of  the  period,  and 
Brief  Accounts  of  The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.8vo,  cloth  extra,  tfa. 

DERWENTllJlTliyrNWELTBY.  Cr.8vo.cl.,  :js.«d.  ea.;  post  Svo.bd^Wa. 
OUR  J.  AD  y   OF  TEAR  S^ |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  !48.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.    With  a  New  Bibliography. 

Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. — Also  a 

Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mavf.iir  Library,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.     With  57  Illustrations 

by  C.  A.  Vandkrhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  UU. 

DICTIONARIES.  ~~ 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative.  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  G<l. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OP  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  #»«!. 

AUTHORS   AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  38. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  79.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  6s.  6d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.8vo,  cl.,  Sa. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of- 
the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  6d. 

DIDEROT. -THE  PARADOX~OF  XCTlNG.  Translated,  with  Annota- 
tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Comedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  Svo,  parchment,  4s.  tid. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN)~W0RKS~BY:  ~~~ 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.  With  95  Illustrations.  Square  Svo,  cloth,  Gh. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN:  Mademoiselle  de  Corday;  Madame  Roland;  The 
Princkss  de  Lamballe  ;  Madame  de  Genlis.  Fcap.Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,3s.  6d. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTAURY  VIGNETTES.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  IPreparing. 
DOBSON  (W.  T.),  works  by.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 
LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES,  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 
POETICAL^INGENUmES  AND  ECCENTRICITIES^ 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES^^Yi  ' 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each:  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  e.-ich. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |     WHO  POISONED    HETTY  DUNCAN? 

CAUGHT  AT   LAST!  A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 

TRACKED   AND  TAKEN.    |     IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE   LAW. 

THE   MAN  FROM   MANCHESTER.    With  25  Illustrations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

:{s.  <mI.  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  39. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.    With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne.   Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'Js.  6d^ 

DRAMATISTS,    The   OLD.    with  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo,cl.ex.,6».  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
eraphicnl  Memoir  by  Wm.  Guford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  IIL,  Translations  ot  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Ediied,  with  Notes,  by  Ccl.  Ct;>miNGHAM.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS,  From  Gifford's  Text.   Edit.byCol.CuNNiMGHAM,  One  Vol, 


BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


DOYLE  (CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  A.  Conan 

DovLE,  Auihor  of  •' Micah  Clarke."     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttd.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AM  AMERICAN   GIRL  IN   LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsen D. 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

FARLY  ENGLISH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
'^       tions,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Cs.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAYIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED   POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5w. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. 

ARCHIE  LOYELL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Od. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  gg. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ol-the-VVay  Matters.    By  Ehezer  Edwards. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  tfd. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '.is. ;  cloth  limp,  iis.  6d. 

FELICIA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  -is. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds. ,  2s. 
EMANUEL.- ON    DIAMONDS    AND    PRECIOUS    STONES:    Their 

History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for  ascertaining  their  Reality.  By 
Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Os. 
ENGLIMMAN^S~H0USE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  ]. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  78.  Od. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.STA.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF  PRINCE  CHARLES  STUART,  Count  of  Albany 
(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  79.  Od. 

STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.  With  an  Autotype.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  fix. 
EYES,    OUR  :    How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 

John  Browning,  F.R. A. S.  With  70  Illusts.  Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  Is, 
T7AMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT^EN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

■*■      Bent.  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  tinUrged.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  Oil. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  Svo,  doth  extra,  4s.  Od.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  IHustrations. 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 

EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

WAR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Milit ary  M anners."     Cr.  Svo,  Is. ;  cl.,  la.  Od. 

FENN  (MANVILLE).-THE  NEW  MISTRESS  :  A  Novel.   By  G.  Man"- 

ville  Fenn,  Author  of  "  Double  Cunning,"  &c.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Us.  Ort. 

FICTION.— A  CATALOGUE  OFlJEARLY" SIXllUNDRED~WORKS 

OF    FICTION  published  by  Chatto  &  Windus,  with  a  Short  Critical  Notice  of 

each  (40  pages,  demy  Svo),  will  be  sent  free  upon  application. 

FlN-BEC.— THE   CUPBOARD   PAPERS  :   Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Livin.-!  and  Dining.     By  Fin-Beg.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  gs.  Oil. 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

techiiist's  Treasury,    By  Thomas  Kentish,   With  267  111 ustrationf.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3a, 


CHATTO    Sc   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE   WORLD   BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  ««1. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passajjes  Irotn  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  !*».  6«l. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to,  li«. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ss.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iis. 

Post  Svo,  illustrrtsd  boards,  Ss.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OP  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE  OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doinas.  and  Writings;  and  Four  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  tJ4i<. 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance,  By  Camille  Flammarion. 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  STETSO^<.  With  87  Illustrations  by  De  Bieler, 
MYRnACH,  and  Gambard.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5». 

FTETCHEirsTGTLESrB.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven.  Christ's   Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  <»». 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE :   A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Od. 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  Post8vo,illust.bds.,2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  'ds.  Od.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ha.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  1  QUEEN  COPHETUA.J^A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE? 
OLYMPIA.  Post  Svo.  ilIust.bds.,3sV|  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  Svo,  pict.  cover.  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE    LAW.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  «».  ;  post  8vn,  ilhist.  boards,  '.j«. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),   NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE,    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3«». 

THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6s.; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  J.x. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  clotti  boards,  7s.  0«l.  each. 
FRERE.— PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 

face  by  Sir  Bartle  Fkere.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  lit.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  ti». 

FRrSWELL(HAIN).-ONE  OF  TWOTa  Novel.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND  THE   OLD   LONDON   FAIRS. 


FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showmg  their  Name,  Date  ot  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Othcials,  &c.     Edited 
bv  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  Od. 

HARDENING   BOOKS.      Post  Svo.  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
"    A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  tha 
Manieement  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Gi.knny. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    Bv  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.     Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By 

Tom  Jerrold.     Crown  Svo.  cloih,  is.  fii/. 
MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT   I  GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  uilt  edges.  <»«. 

GARRETT.— THE   CAPEL  GIRLS:  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett." 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  i-xtra.  ;J«.  «d.;  post  »vo.  illustrated  boards,  '2ti. 


GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,   THE.     Is.  Monthly.    In  addition  to  the 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  science,  and  Art,  tor  which  this  Magazine  has 

so  high  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Svlvanus  Urban  appears  monthly. 

*^*  Hoitni  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  ■itock,  Ss.  6d.  each:  Cases  for  binding,  'Jm, 

(GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUALTTHE.  Published  Annually  in  November,    if." 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  (tis,  <i«l.;  gilt  edges,  7«.  <><l« 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  Sa.  ttd.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s,  each, 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN   SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |   A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN   OF  THE   MEADOW. 


IN   LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY   MEAD  AND   STREAM. 

THE   BRAES  CF  YARROW. 

FANCY   FREE.   |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 


GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  i 

DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.  I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 

I.    I 


IN   PASTURES  GREEN. HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |    BLOOD-MONEY. 

GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).— SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

;  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 

_-. I    JAMES 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN. 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.     Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  First  Series  contains:    The    Wicked   World — Pygmalion    and    Galatea — 

Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H.M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 
EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS   written   by   W.  S.   Gilbert.     Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore"— Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by  Iiiry.      Demy  8vo,  cloth  hmp,  '2s.  6d. 
THE    "GILBERT   AND   SULLIVAN"   BIRTHDAY   BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Royal  i6mo.  Jap.  leather,  39.  OtI. 

GLANVrLlJr(ERNl:ST)rN0VELSnBY7~ 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.  With  2  Illusts.  by 
Hume  Nisbet.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  0<I.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  39. 

THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.  With  Frontispiece  aad  Vignette 
by  Hume  Nisbet.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :ts.  61I. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR^S'WORir'IN  GARDEFAND  GREENHOUSE! 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenn y.     Post  8vo.  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Pel. 

GODWIN.-LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.     By  William  God- 

WIN.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY~OF~THOUGHT,  THE  :   An  Encyclopa>dii^f 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  (i<l. 

GOWING.— FlvrrHOUSAND  MILES  IN  A  SLEDGE  :  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across   Siberia.     By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.     With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J, 
11  ken,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Ms. 

GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WlFE :   A  Story      By  Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GREEKS   AND    ROMANS,    THE    LIFE   OF    THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Od. 

GllMNWOOIM  JAMES),    WORKS^Y.      Cr.  Svo.  doth  extra,  3S.  «d.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |  LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BT:  ~ 

lilKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  8vb, 

cloth  extra,  69. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ss. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

GRIFFITH.— CORINTHIA   MARAZION :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Grif- 

FiTH,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

JJABBERTON  (JOHN,  AuthoV^f~'"Helen'¥Babie^'')7NOVELS~BY7~ 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  3».  each  ;  cloth  limp,  39.  61I.  each. 
BRUETOM'S  BAYOU.  |        COUNTRY  LUCK. 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,   S14    PICCADILLY. 


HAIR,   THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  la.  (»«1. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.  Cr.l^.oT^i.'es., ««.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
_HAIDEN  ECSTASY._Small  410,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

HALL-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  MAcr.iSE,  Gilbert,  Harvev,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  8ro,  clcth  extra,  ?s.  6«l.  ^^^ 

HALLIDAYJANDRT^EVERY^AY^PAi^ 

HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  loo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de^Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  Jimp^a«^<»«i. 

HANKY-PANKY  :    a"  Collection  "^of  V^ry'  Easy  Tr'icks,"Very  Difficult 

Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight   of  Hand.  &c.     Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.     With  aoo 

Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  4s,  Cd.  ■'- 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).--PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     By 

Lady  DuFFus  Hardy.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3a. 

HARDY   (THOMAS).  — UNDER    THE^GREENW()0D"TREE.       By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  ot  "  Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."     With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ."{<*.  61I.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'is. 

HARWOOD^THE   TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harvvood.     Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  "JM. 

HAWEIS    (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  doth  extra,  «s.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  gi  Illustrations. 
THE   ART  OF  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  <iil. 
.     CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demy  8vo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  <mI.  


HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M. A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving,    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  JamRs  Rijssell    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.    Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

HAWI^Y"SMART~^^ITH0UTT0VE  or  licence  :  A  Novel.    By 

Hawlev  Smart.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  8s. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR    OLD^H^ME.      ^By  Nathaniel   Hawthorne, 

Annotated  with  Passages  from   the  Authoi's  Note-book,    and   Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  158. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  JSs.  <»<l.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  !is.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     |    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  !        DUST, 

SEBASTIAN   STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  |    THE  SPECTRE  OP  THE  CAMERA, 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
MISS  CADOGNA.  |     LOVE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. 
A  DREAM  AND  A   FORGETTING.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  ««l. 


HEATH.-MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND   WHAT   I   GREW   THERE. 

By  Francis  Gf.orgk  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Os. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  doth  limp.  3«.  6d.  each. 

AKIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS. J      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

1^1  AN  DE  BIRON ;  A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3».  6»l. ;  post  Svo,  ilhist.  bds.,  8«« 
HENDERSON. —AGATHA  PAGE  :  A  No^     By  Isaac  Henderson' 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  its,  fid. 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING    LADY.      By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
ot  "  The  Bishops'  Bible.''    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  extra,  88.  Od. 


BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BV 


HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  t.h»t 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.      By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ca. 

HESSE-WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.    By  Chevalier 
Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  C(l. 

HINdTeY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 
Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  Sec.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Oil. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.  By  One  of  the  Fra- 
TERNiTV.     Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3.'*.  fid. 

HOEY.— THE  LOVER^  CREED.  By  Mrs.  Casiiel  Hoey.   Post  8vo,  2s. 

HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 

HOLMES.— THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon  Holmes,  M. P.     Crown  8vn,  l.s. ;  cloth,  la.  ««I. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OP    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.   Gordon 
Thomson.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<1. — Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Ss. 
_  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE   BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ga. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«1. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.     With  85  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  ij.a. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  ArksEoiogical  Narrative.  ByToMHooD.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Cs. 

HOOKAS  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Lite   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7n.  Ctl. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY  :   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 

_     Hooper.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs. 

HOPKINST=>^'TWIXT "LOVE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ija. 

HORNE.  —  ORIGIN  :    An   Epic   Poem.      By  Richard  Hengist  Horne^ 
_      With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 
H0ME7THE)~ANirHIS  RIDER  :  An  Anecdotic  Medley.   By  "  Thor- 

manby."     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

HUNT.-ESSAYSBY  LEIGHHUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner; 

&c.     Edited  bv  F  D^iUNn  Ollier.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  '■£». 

HUNT  (MRSTALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  <»<!.  each ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  t}».  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 


HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchisoxv. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<l. 

HYDROPHOBIA:    An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System.     Containing 

a  Translation   of  all   his  Communications  on   the    Subject,   the  Technique  of  his 

Method,  and  Statistics.      By  Renaud  Suzor,   M.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Oa. 
TDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.     Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 

and  Robert  E.  Barr.     Profusely  Illustrated.     Sixpence  Monthly. 

INGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED    TO   BE   FREE.     With  24  Illustrations 

by  G.  J.  PiNWELL.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«1.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3». 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.    By  One  of  Them.    Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d'. 
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IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Host  Svo.  cloth  limp,  gw.  6«l. 

JAMES'.-A  ROMANCE  OF  THE^GlUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Ch.^rles 

James.     Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  1«.  ;  cloih  limiJ,  1 .«.  <><I.  


JANVIER.-PRACTICAL  KERAMICS  FOR  STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

_     .v.  Janvikr.     Crown  Svo,  clotli  extra,  Os^ 

JAY~(HARRIETT),   NOVETS  BY.      Po.t  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 

THE   DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE   QUKEN   OF  CONHAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES    (RICHARD),   WORKS   BY.    Post  Svo,  cloih  limp,  a«.«il.  each. 
NATURE   NEAR   LONDON. J   THE   LIFE   OF  THE   FIELDS.]   THE   OPEN   AIR. 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tioii.     With  a  FhoiOf.Taph  Pnrti  ait.     Cr   wn  Svo,  clotti  extra,  O.-*. 


JENNINGS  (H.   J.),   WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2«i.  Cil. 
LORD  TENNySON:  A  LJiograpliical  Skf  ten.      With  a  Photograph.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  <»•«. 

JEROME.  —  STAGELAND  :  Curious  Habits  and  Customs  of  its  In- 
habuauis.  By  J  eko.me  K.  J  lrome.  With  64  lllubtrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Square  Svo,  picture  cover.  1«.  ;  cloth  liuip,  'i*. 

JERR0LDT=THE  BARBER'S^HAIRT&THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  IJoDGLAS  Jekrold.    Post  Svo,  priiitail  011  laid  paper  and  hall-bound,  •£», 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  «.!.  each. 
THE   GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE  :    A  Gossip  ahnnt  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  the  Pia.its,  aua  itow  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,l».««l. 


JESSE.- SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  JtiKsii.     Post  Svo.  clotli  liinp,  !^>«. 

JONESTWILLIAMrF7s7A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  7«.  «.l.  el^. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:    Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly   300 

lllii'^tr.itioiis.       Second  Edition.  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  ot  Animals, 
Birds,  Es'-s,  Lurk.  \v-.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
__  CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:   A  History  ol  Kegalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  ExpTanatory 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunninq- 
HAM.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ow.  each.  

JOSEPH  US,  THE  C0MPLEfE"w6RKS~0F.    Translated  by  VVhisto.s. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  oi  the  Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  ot  the  lews."     With 
lllu';trations  and  Maps.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  halt-bound,  fit.  Oil. 

KEMPTT^PENCIL  ANDTALETTE  :  Chapters  on^7t  and  Artists.    By 

KoBEi?T  Kempt.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  !i«.  Gil. 

KERSHAW.  -  COLONIAL~^\ACTS~AND"FrCTIONS  :     Humoroul 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'Zs.^  cloth,  tin,  (  <l. 

KEYSER.  — CUT  B"Y~THE   MESS:   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Kevsek^ 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  In.  ;  cloUi  limp.  Is.  Cd. 

KINGr(R.~ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo,  chjin.  «.l.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds.,  'in.  ^a. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  |^' THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'in.  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE. |         BELL  BARRV. 

KINGSLEY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

OAKSHOTT  CASTLE.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2«. 
NUMBER   SEVENTEEN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'tx.  ««!. 


KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century, 
bdited,  with  an  Introductioa,  by  the  Marquess  ot  Lorne,  K.T,  Cr.  Svo,  cl,  ex.,  Va. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


KNIGHT. -THE   PATIENT'S   VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

benefit  from  Medical  Advice.  By  William  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
KviGHT.  L.R.C.R     Cro-.vn  Svo.  tw.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Ctl. 

T  AMB'S    (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose    and   Verse, 

including  "  Pi^etry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."     Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  K.  H.  Shepherd.     With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.''     Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7*.  6cl. 
,THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
LITTLE   ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  kis 

Letters  bv  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  GA. 
THE    DRAMATIC   ESSAYS   OF  CHARLES   LAMB.    With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Hrander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  2s.  (id. 

LANDOR^^CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLImTsHAKS^ 

PEARE,  &c.,  beiore  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  15S2. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Karl  ot  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  ha!f-Roxhiirghe,  2s.  Oil. 

LANE. -THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  HIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translatea  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Eni^ravings  Irom  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  St.^nley  Lane-Poole.    Three  Vols.,  demy  J-vo.  cloth  evtra.  7s.  fid. each. 

LARDER.— A  SINNER'S  SENTENCE:  A  Novel.  By  A.  Larder.  3  vols. 
LARWOOD  (JACOB),    WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Or.  8vo,  el.  extra,  38.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OP  THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
cloth  limp,  2s.  <»«I.  each. 
I THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OP  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  59. 
_    JEUX   D'ESPRIT.     Edited  hv  Hen ry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limn,  2s.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN).-THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
«•".  (mI.  [New  Edition  preparing. 

LiNTONntE.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  28.  «d.  each. 

WITCH   STORIES. | OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  iiti.  eacU ;   posi  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  29,each. 
SOWING   THE   WIND.  I    UNDER   WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  I    "MY   LOVE!"  |         lOHE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.     I    PASTOH  CAREW,  M'liicnaire  &  Miser. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. | 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

IHE  REBEL  OP  THE  FAMILY. |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

FREESHOOTING :  Extracts'  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lvnn  Linton.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
2s.  Cd. [ 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7".  Cd. 

LUCY.-GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  \V.  Lucy.     Crown 

_    8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  <i«i. ;   post  Bvo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

LUSIAD   (THE)  OF   CAM0ENS7~Translated  into  English  Spenserian 

Ver^e  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.     With  14  Plates.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ISs, 

J/{ACALPINE  (AVERY),   NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.     Crown  8vo,  bound  in  canvas,  29.  6d. 
BR 0 K EN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  ].  Hennessv.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6». 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MP.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.  Second  Edition.  Cror-  Svo,  cl.  extra,  5a. 
EDNOR  WHITLOCK,    Crowu  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 
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McCarthy Iji^tTn,  m.p.),  works  by.  " 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Vicforia  to  the 
General  Election  ot  18S0.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I'is.  each. — Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <»».  each,— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  iS86,  in  Two  Vols., 
Iar?e  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7".  <mI.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OV/N  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  68. 
—.Also  a  CiiicAP  Popular  EDiTins'.  pnst  Svo,  cloth  limp, '^s.  ««!. 

A  HISTORY    OF   THE    FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

I'is.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Oil.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  39.  each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR   SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR   LADY   DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID    OF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Jt;sTiN  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  pxtra,  <}«. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.,  m.p.),  works  by. 

THE   FRENCH    REVOLUTION.     Four  Vols.,  Svo,  l!£s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  11.  ready. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  Svo,  Is.:  cloth,  J«.  ««l. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History.  1798-18S6.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  «s. 
HAFIZ   IN   LONDON:   Poems,      biuall  avo.tiold  cloth,  Ss.  ««l. 
HARLEQUINADE:   Poems,     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  8s. 
OUR   SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  1«. ;  cloth  limp,  Is   Cd. 
DOOM  !  An  .Atlantic  Episode,     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 
DOLLY:  .A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  <>»I. 
LILY   LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  ;  cloth  liuip,  1*.  tt«I. 
THE    THOUSAND    AND    ONE    DAYS:    Persim    Tales.       Edited  by  Justin    H. 
McCarthy.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  t'Z^ 

MACDONALD  (GEORGETLLTDOirWORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case.  '^Ih.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  ingrolier  cl.,  at  3s.  ©d.  each. 

Vol,     I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple.— Teie  Gospel  Women.— Book  ok  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  ok  the  Days  and  Nights.- A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VII(.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The   Broken 

Swords.— The  Gray  Wolf —Uncle  Cornelius. 
THE  COMPLETE  POETICAL  "WORKS  OF  DR.  GEORGE  MACDONALD.      Col- 
lected and  arranged  by  the  Author.     Crown  Svo,  buckram,  <5s.                 ^Shortly, 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Poems  by  Three  Friends.     Edited  by  Dr.  George  Mac- 
DONALD.     Post  Ovo,  cloth,  .'5s. 

MACDONELL.  ^QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.    By  Agnhs  Macdonell. 

Ciown  *v(j,  cloth  extra.    Is,  (mI.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MACGREGOR.  -  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS :    Notes  on   Popular 

Game>.     By   Robert  Macgkkgor.     Post  8vr>.  cloth  limp,  3s.  <iil. 

MACKAYT^INTERLUDES  AND  "UNDERTONESTor^  Music  at  Twilight. 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.    Croi.vn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os^ 

MACLISEPORTRAIT  GALLERYTTHE)  OF~rLLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotril — illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  bv  Wili.'am   Hates,  B.A.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  e.\ira,  y.s.  <>it. 

MACQUOID~(MRSX  WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Ts.  «d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  ^o  illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.   Macouoid 
PICTURES    AND    LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

3.;  Illustrations  bv Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH   NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macqijoid.  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH   BRITTANY.     With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macouoid,  and  a  Map, 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.     With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

PostBvo.  illustrateit  bn.r  ts,  3..  en-.n. 
^HB  EVIL  BYE,  and  other  Stories.   |        LOST  ROSB, 


l6  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions  lor  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  jnd  preparing  Lantern 
!•   .lies.     By  T.  C    Hepworth.     With  to  Illustratious      Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  G<l . 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Ball^; 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  48.  Cd. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Origmal  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arras  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5s. 

MALLOTir(W.~H.)rWORKS"BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  3«.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  «d. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  6  VIRGINIA :  Positivism  oq  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  38.  Cd. 

POEMS.     Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6«. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D'ARTHUR :   The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 
MoNTGOMERiF,  RANKING.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  r*.  «.l.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Lite,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustration-. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  lllusis  by  F,  A.  Eraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY   OP  HUMOUR.     With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE   AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusfs.  by  Beard, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  Cd.  each;  post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE    INNOCENTS   ABROAD;   or  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  2^4  II  ustraiions. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   GILDED   AGE.     By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     Wiih  212  Illustrations. 
THE   ADVENTURES  OF  TOM   SAWYER.    With  m  Illustrations, 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  ^id  Illustrations. 
THE   PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     With  ^00  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E,  W.  Kemble, 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.     Post  avo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Os. ;  post  8vo,  illust. bds.,  2!». 
THE    AMERICAN    CLAIMANT:    The    AHventures   of    Mulberry    Sellers.      With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. [Pretigrine. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  «s. 

MARRYAT  (FLORENCE),   NOVELSHBY.     Pns,^;^iiinst.  boards, 28.ea^ 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.               I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN  1   SESAME  ! |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S   PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 

by  Col   Cunningham      Crown  8vo   cloth  extra   Os. 

MASTERMAN.  -HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERSTXl^I^i;      B>r  j; 

Mastf.rman.     Po'=^t  8vo.  iliustraled  boards.  2s. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByBKANDER  Matthews. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  ho<rds,  "£•),;  cloth  limp,  2«.  <»d. 

MAYHEW. -LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.     By  Henry  Mayhew.     With  Illusts.   Crown  svo, cloth,  3s.  «d. 
MENKEN.— INFELICIA  :     Poems  by   Adah   Isaacs   Menken.      With 
Biographical    Preface,  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and    F.  O.  C.  Darley,  snd 
Facsimile  of  a  Letter  from  Char les  Dickkns      Small  4  to,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  6d. 

MERRICK.— THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By  Leonard  Merrick. 

Author  of  "  Violet  Moses,"  &c.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Mexican  mustang  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  I.  Armov  Knox.     With  265  lUnsts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

MIDDLEMASS  (JEAN)71fOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo.  illust.  boards.  2».  each.' 
TOUCH   AND   GO. I    MR.   DORILLION. 

MILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life: 
Hi}tr)an  Physiology,  with  its  ai  plication  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  By  MrSn 
F.  Fehwick  1\Ijller,    With  nppigrous  Illusiratipns,   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2».  (id, 
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MILTON  (J.  L,),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo.  J  s.  each;  cloth,  is.  «d.  each. 
THE  HYGIENL  OF  THE  SKIN.  With  Directions  lor  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE   BATH   IN   DISEASES  OF   THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE.  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  lit. 

MINT0(WM.)-WAS"SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD ?  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),   NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 

THAT_Gn<LJN   BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  1».  ««l. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHKON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3«. 
PROSE   AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  baurical.  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moore; 
with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Bvron.      Edited  by  R. 
Herne  Shepherd.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tf.  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.   E7),   STORIES^BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2».;  cloth,  2s.  Gil. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or,  The   Valley    of  Gold.     With   Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.     Crown  »vo.  cloth  pxtra,  5s.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.     With 

12  Illustrations  bv  Stanley  L.  Wood.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.        {^Shorlly. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS^BY. 

Crown  8vo.  c'oth  e\tra.  3s.  6<1.  each  ;  postbvo,  illustrated  boards.  2-«.  each. 

A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT,   i  HEARTS.  1   BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 

JOSEPHS  COAT.  I  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD     A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 

COALS  OF  FIRE.  I   A  MODEL  FATHER.         FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 

YAL   STRANGE. i   OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.I  CYNIC   FORTUNE. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  «s. ;  post  bvo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s.  

Ciown  f-vo  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illusfrated  boards.  2s.  earh. 
PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  Nicoi,et. 
THE   BISHOPS'  BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     Post  8\o,  illustrated  boards,  29.;  cloth,  28.  6d. 
A  SONG_OF  SIXPENCE.     Post  i^vo,  cloth  extra,  2-».  Gd. 

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL    UP!"   A  Romance  of  Bushrangers  AND  Blacks.    Cr.  8vo,c1.  ex.,38.Gd. 
LESSONS   IN   ART.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  dvo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  Gd. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.    With  27jllu-ts.   Square  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  Gd.  I  5  W/v. 

NOVELISTS.-HALF-HOURS    WITH    THE    BEST  NOVELISTS  OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  bv  H.T.  Mackenzie  Bkll.    Cr.  bvo.  cl.,  3s.  Gd.  [Fitparvif;. 

O'CONNOR. —  LORD    BEACONSFIELD :    A  Biography.      By  T.  P. 

^^    ij  Co.-.NOR,  MP.     Si.xth  E.iition.  wan  an  Introduction.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Ss. 
CHANLONHt  ALrCE)rNOVELS~BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE   UNFORESEEN.  I    CHANCE?    OR   FATE? 


OHNET  (GEORGES),   NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR   RAMEAU.    Transited  by   .Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     With  9  Illustrations  by 

1;.  Bavapd.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 
A  LAST  LOVE.    Translated  by  Albert  D.  Va.ndam.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ; 

pnit  8vo.  illustratftfi  boards.  2s. 
A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Translated  bv  Albert  D.  Vandam.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. ; 

poft  bvo,  illustrated  hoards,  2s.  

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.~~P^Rvo,  illustrated  boards.  2«.  each. 
THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.  J  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 

WHITELADIES.    With    Illustrations    by    Arthur    Hopkins  and   Henry    Woods, 

A.K.  \.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  .'{s.  Gd. ;  post  Bvo.  illustrated  boards,  'i*. 

O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON):=FIFTY'YEARSON'THE  TRAIL :   Ad- 

ventures  of  John  Y.  Nelson.    By  Harrington  O'Reilly.     With  100  Illustrations  by 
Pai'L  Frenzeny.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  

O^eillyTmrsT-phcebe'sTortuNes.   Posrs^^^iiust.  bds. .  2s; 

U'SHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),   POEMS  BY. 

LAYS   OF   FRANCE,     'rown  bvo,  cloth  fcxira,  lOs.Gd. 
MUSIC   AND    MOO.i'LTCHT.     l-cap.  bvo.  cloth  extra.  7-.  G4, 
60WG§  OF  A  WORKER.    Fcap.  bvo.  cloib  esua,  7«.  Gtt, 
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Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6cl.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.bds.,  3s.  each. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE, 

IN    MAREMMA. 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK. 

SYRLIN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1. ;  post 

SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.     Second  Edition.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tin. 

WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.    Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  'j.i. 

PAGE  (H.  A.),  w6rKS~BY^ 

•"■     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  8s.  6d. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .5s«. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  HAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFINO. 
illustrated  boards,  S.*. 


PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS- 
TORY OF,  from  ihe  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.  By  Joseph  Grego.  A  New  Edition, 
with  qs  Illustrations. Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6«1. 

PASCAL'S  PR0VTNCIAiri7ETTERS".~~A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  P.P.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  "in. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.   With  i-rontis- 

pipce  hy  Hki.kn  Paterson.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  .'jw.  0«!.;  yo^t  8vn.  ilhist.  hoards.  'J<. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  It'*.  <itl.  each;   post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  'i'<.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE   ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM   EXILE. 

THE  CANON'S  WARD. 

THE   TALK   OF  THE  TOWN. 

HOLIDAY   TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM   TALES. 

THE   MYSTERY   OF   iVIIRBRIDGE. 

THE   WORD  AND  THE   WILL. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 
THE   FOSTER  BROTHERS. 
THE   FAMILY   SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 
A  COUNTY   FAMILY. 
LIKE   FATHER,  LIKE   SON. 
A   WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 
MURPHY'S  MASTER. 
AT  HER  MERCY. 


;  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 

FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A   MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.I  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT   WOOED,  BUT   WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE   BEST   OP  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      1      THE   BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE   COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY.  |   FOR  CASH  ONLY. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:    Stories  of  Marine  Adventure  Re-told.     With  17 

Illustrations. 
SUNNY   STORIES,  and  some  SHADY   ONES.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Fred, 

Barnard.  

NOTES  FROM  THE  " NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  tw.;  cloth.  1».  «m1. 

PENNELL  (HTCHM:M^NDEl7EY)rW0RKS  BY.  Post 8vo,ci.,8».«.i. each. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  lUustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES   OF   MAYFAIR.     Vers  de  Socitte,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pknneli,, 


PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.    Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth,  tH.  «d.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  BytheAuthor    I    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar." |    BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  Svo.  t». ;  cloth,  1m.  ii,U 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY^  '  ^ 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  1», 
LADY  LQVELAQE.    Po$t  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'in. 
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i'LANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY~ 

THE    PURSUIVANT    OF    ARMS;    or,    Heraldry    Founded     upon    Facts.      With 

Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  209  lUusts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  J**.  G«l. 

SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  bv  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.;«!«. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRlOUOlEN.     Translated  from  the 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and   Historical,  and  a  Lite    of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 

WiLt.iAM  Langhorne.     With  Portraits. Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  halt-bound,  lOs.  (id. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetryr  Intro- 

ductirn  by  Chas.  Baimiei.aire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.     Ct.  Svo,  cloth,  7».  (>d. 

THE   MYSTERY  OF^ARIE   ROGET,   &c.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  itn. 

POPE'S_P^TICAL  -WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp72s. 

PRICE  (E.  C),   NOVELS  BY.  ~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'t-.  6<l.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2«.  each. 

YALENTINA.  |  THE^FOREIGJJERS. |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

G ERALD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated 'boards, 'js. _^ 

PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  18S1.     By 

ttie  Princess  Or.OA.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  dt, ■  ■ 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE   SKY.     With  55  lllusis.    Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :js.  6d. 
EASY   STAR  LESSONS.    With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Nigh    in  the  Ytar,  Drawings 

ot  the  Constellations,  fvc      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 
FAMILIAR   SCIENCE   STUDIES.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  e,>;tia,  6*. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM,    With  13  Steel  Plates.   Demy  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  10s.  G«I. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.    With  Illustrations.    Cr,  Svo,  cloth  extra, «». 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  *>». 
_   WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE   WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  1».  «<1.       ■ 

PRYCE.-MISS   MAXWELL'S    AFFECTIONS.      By  Richard  Ppyce, 

Author  of  "  No  Iiii'  ediment."     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  as.  titl. ._, 

PAMBOSSON.— POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Ramhosson,  Laureate 

ot  the  Institute  of  France.    With  tiumerous  Illu.sts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

RAND0Ll>H;=AUNT~ABI(5ATL~DYKEST:ArNov^el~By~Lr-a^ 

C.EORGK  Randolph.  U.S.A.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  i^vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  :i<4.  Gd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illu.st.  bds.,  3a.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvp'',  in  Elzi  vir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  5Js,  Gd. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.   Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpe,  in  ICIzf^vir  stvlc,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  'in.  Gd. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  bv  G.  J.  Pinwfll. 
THE  COURSE   OF  TRUE   LOVE   NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illustrated  by 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  St-rktch. 

LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellh.n  Edwards. 

THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE,    lllusis.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 

THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keenb. 

HARD   CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH   GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Sma^L.     " 

FOUL   PLAY.     Illusiratfii  by  Gf.okge  Do  Maurier. 

PUT   YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  Helen  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A  , 

C.  Grfkk,  and  Henrv  Woods,  A.R.A. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Iihi-^tratcd  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  bv  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD    STORIES   OP    MEN     AND    OTHER   ANIMALS.     Illustrated    by    E.    A. 

AmiKv,  Percy  Macquoid,  R.W.S.,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Readk. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David.Paul.  &c.     Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette,  Is. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.   With  an  Introduction 

by  .Mis,  ALE.X.  Ireland,  and  a  Steel-Plate  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  G», 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sm.  OtI.  eacii;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  S^.P'^ch. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  ST0RIE3. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ijs.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.              I      FAIRY  WATER. 
__  MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.     |      HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  rs.Oil.  each. 

OUR   OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.     With  ^5  Illustrations. 

RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.     With  c;8  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof.  &c. 

ROBINSON   CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    Wiih 
37  Illustrations  by  Gkokgf.  Cruikshank.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  giU. 

ROBlNSONTFrWir^OVELS"^Y. 

WOMEN   ARE   STRANGE.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2«. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  a*.  OtI. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  !is. 

R0BTNS0N~(PHTL),    WORKS'  BY.      Crown  Rvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6.1.  each. 
THE  POETb'  BIRDS.  |  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 

THE   POETS  AND  NATURE;   REPTILES,  FISHES.  INSECTS.  [Preparii,^. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    VVah 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- Beuvk.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  '.ia. 

ROLL   OF    BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warrios 

who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 

A.D.  1066-7.   With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5.-9. 

ROWLEYTHONrHUGH)rWO~MS"lBY.    Post  svo,  doth,  2*..  caTe^. 

PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

MORE  PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

SUNCIMAN  (JAMES),   STORIES  BY. 

Host  Kvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each :  cloth  limp,  2«.  <iil.  each. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.         I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SV/EETHEART. 
_  SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS. I 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  G",  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  eafh. 
ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A  BOOK   FOR   THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN  THE   MIDDLE   WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE   TO  THE  CAPE. MTHEROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOVi/E 

ON   THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 
AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :{«.  «.l. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds  .  2'. 
MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  e.vira,  :{-.  ««l. ;  post  Svo,  illust.,  bds„  2.-. 
ALONEON  A  W_IDEJWIDE_SEA._Tnree  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

CAINT  AUBYNTALAN),  NOVELSBY. 

^     A  FELLOW  OP  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by   Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a 
Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ;{■«.  <m1.;  oost  Svo,  illust.  boards,  'in. 

THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.    Crovvnjvo.^o^h  extra,  :tw.  <mI. 

SAL"A.-GASLI(JHT  And  daylight.     By  George  Augustus  Sala. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 

SANS0N:^SEVEN"^~ENERATlMSl)Fl:imCUfT0N¥RST"Rleiuo.r3 

ot  the  Sanson  Family  (i688  to  1847I.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  :{«.  Uci. 

SAUNDERS~7J0HN)rN0TELS~~BY: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :{*.  6<l.  each  ;  po-st  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THELION   INTHE   PATH.  |      THE   TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Itn.  0«l. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svn,  cloth  extra,  ."Jx.  G<l.  each;  post  Kvo.  illustrated  hoards,  2ti.  each. 

MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS. _|_SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRY  WEATHER.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  29. 

GIDEON'S  ROCK.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.ia.  Gtl.  

SCIENCE-GOSSIP  :   An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 

and  Lovers  of  Nature.   Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.    Devoted  to  GeolOKy, 

Botany,    Physiology,    Chemistry,    Zoology,   Microscopy,    Telescopy,    Physiography 

Photography, &c.    Price  4«l.  Monthly  ;   or  Ss.  per  year,  post-free.     Vols.  I.  to  XIX. 

may  be  had,  78.  6cl.  each ;  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  5a,  each.   Cases  tor  Binding,  Is.  0(1* 
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SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Triclcs  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining Experiments  m  Drawing-room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4'<.  0<l. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis.  6<l. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusls.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6». 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.  Crown  4to, 
cloth.  <»8. 

SHARP.-CHILDREN  OF   TO-MORROW:    A  Novel.      By  William 

Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <»!!i. 

SHARP  (LUKE). -IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.     By  Luke  Sharp  (R.  E. 

B.\rr).     With  Two  Illusts.  by  Uemain  Hammond.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  li^.  <»«1. 

SHELLEY. -THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.     Edited,   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  K.    Herns 
Shepherd.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s,  tid.  each, 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  lutroiluctiou  bythe  Editor;  Postlmmous  Fragmentsof  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence wiih.Stockdale;  The  Wandering  J'^w;  Queen  Mab,  witli  the  Notes;    Alabtor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  ;  Promeiheiis  Unbound;  Adonai^,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci;  Julian  and  Maddalo ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;   The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Postliuinous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;and  other  Pieces. 

PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 

Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  >TarIow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Lettersto  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Frajfnients. 
VcL    n.  The  Essays;   Letters  from  Abroad  ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  tidited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD.— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.  By  R.  H.  Sherard.  Crown  8vo, 
picture  cover,  1 8. ;  cloth.  Is.  G«l.  

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.H.SHERIDAN.   With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.   Two  Vols., demy  8vo,  cloth.  •J4». 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Lie  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  lo  Illusts.  Cr.8vo,  hf.-bound,  ts.  <»«!. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  Ss. 
EHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.  half-parchment.  I'-is.  <>«l. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.B.    jROSart,   D.D.      Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  1  8». 

SIGNBOAR!  )S  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Kemai  table  Characters,  by  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hottkn, 
With  Colol  ^d  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7».  (id. 

SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illiisaat.-d  boards,  Ss.  each :  cloth  limp,  2».  fitl,  each. 
ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING  0'  BELLS.  TALES  OF  TODAY. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  I    DRAMAS  OF  LIFS.  With  60  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen. 

ZEPH :  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crown  Svo.  picture  cover,  1«.  each  ;  cinth,  la.  Gd.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE ;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and  Recitations  In 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims, 
DAGONET  DITTIES      From  the  Referee. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS. 
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SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4d.;  cloth,  Od. 

SKETCHL¥yT=A~MATCirTirTHE"^ARK.    By  Arthur  Sketchlky. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  :£n,  

SLANG    DICTIONARY  TTHE)  :    Etymological,    Historical,  and   Anec- 
dotal.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tts.  C«I. 


SMITH  (J.  MOYR);  WORKS  BY. 

THE   PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6«1. 
TALES  OP  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6». 
THE   WOOING  OF  THE   WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  3vo.  cloth^CH. 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.  By  A  Foreign  Resident.  Crown  8vo, 
Is.;  cloth,  Is.  <mI. 

SOCIETY  IN  "PARIS  :  The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.  A  Series  of  Letters 
trom  Count  PAur.  Vasili  to  a  Younc  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6». 

SOMERSET.  —  SON^S~OF    ADIEU!      By   Lord   Henry   SORrcRsET. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  6s^ •   - 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  Spalping,  LL.B.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

SPEIGHT  (T7W071^0VELS"¥y^ 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  eac'h. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I         HOODWINKED;  and  THE  SANDY- 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  CROFT  MYSTERY. 

THE  GOLDEN  HOOP.         |         BACK  TO  LIFE. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is,  Ocl.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE. |         WIFE  OR  HO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT   MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 


SPENSER   FOR  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.     Crown  4to.  cloth  gilt,  <is. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  as.  <J«I. 

STAUNTON.-THE  LaWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STEDMAN  (E.   C),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN   POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Os. 

THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  9s. 

STERNDALE.  -  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  <>«!. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  8s. 

STEVENSON    (R.    LOUIS),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.cl.  limp.  2s.  6d.  each. 

TRAVELS  V/ITH  A  DONKEY.     Seventh  Edit.    With  a  Frontis. by  Walter  Crank. 

AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.  Fourth  Edition.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crank. 
Crown  8vo,  buckram,  eilt  top,  Os.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 

THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.     Third  Edit'  m. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.     |     BALLADS. 

ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.  Eleventh  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Cs. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

PRINCE   OTTO.     Sixth  Edition.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

FATHER  DAMIEN:  An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper.  Is. ^___ 

STODDARD.  -  SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackav.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3».  6d, 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Alice  Zimmern,    Crovm  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Sa. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilijert  Gaul.     Tliird  Edition.   Ciown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  5s. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Con.\n  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ence Marrv.-\t,  i!cc.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Eight  Illust^,  Os^^  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  '.is. 

STRUTT'S  SPORTS  and" PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Gaines,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Tune.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7h.  Od. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THErOFLONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.     With 

a  Map,  and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accoinmoclation     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  78.  Gil. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.   With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels.*'  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  7s.  6d. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and  A  TALE  OF  A  TUB.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid 

paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 
A  MONOGRAPH  ON  SWIFT.  By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Cr.  Svo.  cloth,  88.  [,Sho>-tly. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  !  GEORGE  CHAPMAN.    (Sfc  Vol.  IT.  of  G. 

OF  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.    1-cap.  t.vo,  «s.  |  Chaimans  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  «». 

ATALANTA  IN   CALYDON.    Crown  Svo,  1  ESSAYS   AND   STUDIES.    Cr.  Svo,  13s. 

69.  ERECHTHEUS:  ATra.'cdv.    Cr.  Svc,  «s. 

CHASTELARD:  ATrasedy.    Cr.  Svo.  7s.  SONGS  OP  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown 

MOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS.  1  hvo,  fis. 

DemvSvo,  Is.  1  STUDIES  IN   SONG.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  Series.  MARY  STUART:  A  rmge.iv.  Cr.Svo,  8s. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s.  TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.   Cr.  Svo.  Os. ' 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series.  '  ACENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sm.4to,Ss. 

Ct-ownhvoor  tcap.  Svo.  9i.  1  A   MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.   Cr.Svo,  7s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   Third  Series.  I  MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

Crown  Svo.  7s.  I  Svo.  ««. 

SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  Svo,  A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.Svo,  Os. 

lOs.  (id.  I  MISCELLANIES.    Crown  Svo,  I3s. 

BOTHWELL:    A  Tragedy.      Crown  Svo,  1  LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  Os. 

fii.  «d.  A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.  Svo,  78. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  Svo,  «s.  I  THE  SISTERS;  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  <}s. 

SYMONDS.— WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG:  Mediajval  Latin  Students^ 
Sonj-s.  WithEssay  aiulTrans.  byj.  Addington  Symonds.    Fcap.  Svo, parchment,  6s, 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  tWRS":  In  Search  of  the  PicturesqueTin 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

TAINE'S  HISTORY~OF  ENGLISETLITERATURE.  Translated  "b^ 
Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Bvo,  cl.  bds.,  SO.*!. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  larce  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  1  iis. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DTVERSldNS^OFTHEl:CHO'"CLUB :  B^r"- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3». 


TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),   WORKS  BY.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.«d.each. 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kintjdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illustrations. 

OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 

THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.VVuli  ^ry.  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  58. 
tAYLOFS~(TOM)  HISTORICAL~DR'AMAS.    Containing"  Clancarty,'^' 

"Jeanne  Dare, Twixt   Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  Arkwright's 

Wife,"  "  Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

*»*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  e.ach. 

TENNYS10N~(L0RD)  r  a  BiographlcaT  sketch.    ~By' tl~].  Jennings. 

With  a  Pliotograph-Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  O".       _       __ 
TH ACKERAYANA  :  "Notes '  and  Anecdotes.     IHustrated  by  Hundreds  o'f 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous   Incidents  in 
his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  Books  of  his  Everyday  Reading. 
With  3  Coloured  Frontispiece.    Crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  7  s.  6d. 
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THAMES.— A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF   THE   THAMES. 

Hy  A    S.  Kraussk.     With  ^40  Illiisirations      Post  8vo,  la. ;  cloth,  1».  <»d. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  n*.  CI.  ea. ;  post  8vo.  »..  ea. 

THE   VIOLIN-PLAYER.      |  PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3!!i. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE^OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

niKtion  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  4S  IllustrAiions.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3». 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY.    Cr.svo.  ci.  extra,  r».o.i.  each. 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.   M.  W.  TURNER.      Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Paoers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E  Wai.ford.  M.  A.  lUusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  hoards.  3.«i.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD.  |    TALES  FOR  THE   MARINES. 

TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  rs.  6.1.  each.  " 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUP  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  it3 

Famniis  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries   and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion, 
Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists, 
_          Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of  Letters.  &c.     With  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  :t.«i.  Otl.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MARION  FAY. 

KEPT  IN   THE  DARK.  MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN. I    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  "Js.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd,  each:  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  89.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).-DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo.  iiiust.  bds..  3.. 
TROWBRIDGE. -FARNELL'S   FOLLY:   A  Novel.      By  J.  T.  Trow- 

BRIDGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

TYTLElTTC.   C.   ERASER-). -MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3«. 

TYTLER  (SARAH)rNOVELS~BY~  ' 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«i.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3».  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 


NOBLESSE  OBLIGE.  |  LADY  BELL.    |    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  hoards.  3s.  each. 
WHAT  SHE  CAME   THROUGH.  I    BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 

CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE.  DISAPPEARED. 

SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY.  THE   HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


yiLLARI.— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture 

cover.  Is. 

WALT    WHITMAN,   POEMS     BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.Rossetti.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6«». 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S    COMPLETE    ANGLER;   or,  The  Con- 

teinplative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i  Illustraiions.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  Ts.  6(1. 

WARD  (HERBERT)7W0RKS~BY^ 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.  With  92  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  Pkrard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  14s. 

MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.  With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 
F.R.G.S.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6.1. 


WARNER.— A   ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY.      By  Charles  Dup^ey 

W.^RNEE.    Crowp  Svo,  cloth  extra,  O**" 
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WALF0Rir(EDWARDrM7A.)rW0RKS~BY. 

WALFOKD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1832).    Contain- 

int;  the  Descent,  B}rtli,  Marriage,  Education,  ice,  of  12,000  Heads  ot   Families, 

their  Heirs,  Oflices,  Addresses.  Clubs,  Sec.     Roval  Svo,  cloth  eilt,  .'SOx. 
WALFORD'S  WINDSOR   PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1892). 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ids.  «»d. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1892).     Containing  a  List   of  the  House  of 

Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers.  \c.     32U10,  cloth,  1*. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1892).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 

of  the  United  Kingdom,   Bioeraphical  Nonces,  Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cioth,  In, 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1892).      Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 

ot  the  United  Kintrdom,  HiOi;raphicdi  Notices,  Addresses, &c.   321110.  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE   OF   COMMONS  (1892).    Containing  a  List  of  all 

Nfeinbers,,  .•Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs.  A:c.     321110,  cloth.   Is. 
WALFORD'S     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE,     AND 

HOUSE   OF  COMMONS  (1892).    Royal  321110,  cloth  e.^tra,  gilt  edges,  js. 
TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  <iil. 

WARRANT   TO    EXECUTE    CHARLES   I.     A  Facsimile.  wkrThe  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     !3.s. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.     A  facsimile,  including 

Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     tis. 

WASSERMANN.— THE  DAFFODILS  :  A  iNovel.     By  Lillias  WAs^tK- 

MANN.     Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  G<l. 

WEATHERT'HOW^TO^FORETELITTHE,   WITlTTOCKEinsFEC"- 

TRO SCOPE.     H V  F.  W.  Cory.     With  to  Illustrations.     Cr.  avo.  Is.  ;  rloth ,  Is.  <>«t . 

WESTROPP.- HANDBOOK   OF   POTTERY  AND  PORCELAlNT^y 

HoDDER  .v!.  Westropp.      With  lUiists.  and  Lis'  of  Marks.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth,  4».  (><l. 

WHIST. --HOW~TO~PLAY"SOLO'WHIST.     Bj^AiiXSIivrsrWiLKs 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.vtra,  ;js.  6tl. 

WHISTLER'S  (JOLTTEN "O'CLOCK.     Cr.  Svo,  hand-made  paper.  Is. 
WHITE.— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.   "By  Gilbert 

White.  M.A.     Post  'Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  is. 

WTTLTAMS^TW."!! ATTIEU,^F. R. A. S. ),  WORKS~B Y^ 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  Svo,  cloih  extra,  fs.  «d. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cicih  liiup,  2s.  Oil. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  «s. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  9a. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  Svo.  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S:E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  2=;o  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6*1. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  'is..  U<l. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os, 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     Witti  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  «.s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  l.s.;  cl.,  Is.«;<I. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.    With  3^  Illustrations.  Crown  svo,  cloth  extra,  »s.  Od. 
WINTER'  (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each. 

CAVALRY   LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  32  Illusirations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :ts.  fid.  |  St-pi 

WlSSM ANN. -M Y"SECOND~Jd URNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA,  from  the  Congo  to  the  Zauibesi.  in  1886,  1BS7.     By  Major  Hermann  von 

W i^s s ma N N .   _W ith  Map  and  92  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  1  «s. 

W()OD.  — SABINA  :   a  Novel,     by  Lady  Wood.     Post  Svo,  boards,  2s^ 
WOOD  (H.  F.),   DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  fis.  f-ach  ;   post  Svo.  illustratPd  boards,  2*.  eqch. 

PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL   ARMSTRONG  ;    or,    Love   and    Theology:     By 
Celia  Parker  Woollev.     Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  tjs. ;  cloth,  !i».  «d. 

WRIGHT  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. ~Crown"8;^ci^hexT;r>s7««i:^I^hr 

CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatjr- s.  Squib-,  ^c 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN   ART,  LITERA- 

TURE.  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.  F.b.A. 

YATES( EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrai.'d  hoards,  as.  each.  ' 
*    LAND  AT  LAST.  -       THE  FORLORN  HOPE,     i     CASTAWAY. 
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Books  published  by 


LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

*,*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  Xavier 

DE  MaISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
Tlie  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridt;ment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Friyolities,   Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Beg, 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.   H.  I.Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  K.  Kempt. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6(1.  per  Volume. 
Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Oursslves.     By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.     By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau:  His  Life  &  Aims    By  H.A.Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Kowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    Bv  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Os,  per  Volume. 
Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    m    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallorv's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Tho.mas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6(1.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.  22  lUusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  ByE.P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mavhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in   the  South   Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon, 
Sentenced!    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.   Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

ItjLiAN  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Holi.ingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.    I.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAS.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps, 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  Sherard, 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 
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MY    LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  balf-Roxburghe,  3«<.  61I.  each. 
Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson.    I    Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reade, 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  Witli  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 

Shakspeare.     Bv  W.  S.  Landor.  Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 

The  Journal  of  IHaurice  de  Guerin.  |    The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 

THE  POCKET   LIBRARY.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  'i».  each. 


The  Essays  of  Ella.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37  Illusts.  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  ByTncMAS  Hood. 

With  85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Trans.  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 


The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  K.  Ollier. 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborno. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plays  by  Richard  Bkinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.  I.  Larwood. 
Thomson's  Seasons.     Illustrated. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels  by  the  Best  Authors,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«1.  each. 


By  F.  M.  Al-LiEX. 

The  Green  Bird. 

JBy  CIKAIVT  Ai.L,EN. 


Philistia. 
Babylon 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 


TheTentsof  Shsm. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
By  E1»\VI>  L.  AieiVOL,D. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

Bv  ALA>  ST.  AIJBVIV. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Kev.  S.  BABIiVG  OOLJLD. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  \V.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
CaseofMr.Lucraft. 
ThisSonofYulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  f;rown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAI/rEB   BEZANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Dorothy  Forster.     i  The  Holy  Rose. 
Uncle  jack.  |  Armorel  of  Lyon- 

ChildrenofGibeon.       esse. 
Herr  Paulus.  |  St.  Katherines  by 

Bell  of  St.  Paul's.   I      the  Tower. 
To  Call   Her  Mine.  | 

Bv  KOBEKT    Bl  <'I1A1\.\N. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
The  Martyrdo;n  of  Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man.  I  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.    Foxglove  Manor. 
Annan  Water.         I  Masterof  the  Mine. 
Matt.  I  Heir  of  Linne. 

By  IIAEE  CAl.-VE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      1  The  Deemster. 
iTIORT.  &:  FRANCES  COl^HIVS. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Village  Comedy.     I  You  Play  Me  False. 


By  U'Bir^IilE    C'OliIillVS. 

Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |  Basil 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 


Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdale 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 


A  Rogue's  Life. 


Blind  Love. 
By  MUTTOIV  COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  ITfATT    <'KIill. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  Wlir.M.V.Tl  t;vft»r.E.s. 
Hearts  of  Cold. 

By  Al,B»««.\f*E    MAUIJET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Poit  Salvation. 

By  EiSAS.TlUS  OA\V.*iOIV. 
The  Fountain  of  Vouth. 

By  JAMES  BE  l?Hl,l,E. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  .1.  IjEKTII  BEBAVEIVT. 
I  Our  Lady  of  Tears.  1  Circe's  Lovers. 
I  By  niCIi.   BOINOVAN. 

Tracked  to  Doom. 
;     By  Itlis.  AIVIVIE   E»M'ARDE!SI. 
I  Archie  Lovell. 

By  ii.  .?IAIVVIEIiE  FEIViV. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  1»EBCV   FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FR.VXC'IEr,OX. 
Queen  Cophetua.  I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave? 

Pirf.by.SiiBARTEE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls, 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  'Novels— continued. 

By  ClEARJLrEi^  GIBBOIV. 
Fobin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    I  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By  E.  OL.ANVIL.L.e. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 
The  Fossicker. 

By  THOMAS   IfARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    IIARTf!. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 

By  JUI.IAN  HAAVTIIORNE. 
Garth.  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  IIEr.PS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HEIVDEKSOIV. 
Agatha  Page. 

Bv  Mrs.  AliFRED    IIUIVT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  JEAN  IlVCEIiOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  R.  ASXIE    Kliva. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  HEIVBV   ICIIVGSIiE  V. 
Wumber  Seventeen. 

By  E.  1.YNN  lillVTOIV. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  lone. 
Under v/hich  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
"My  Love!"  I  Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY    W.  l.tJ€V. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  .JUSTIN   McCABTHV. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camlola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  ACSNES   ITlACDONEliIj. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

«y  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.   I  Yal  Strange. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  |  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY   &  HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By  HUME   NISBEIT. 
"Eail  Up!" 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novkls — continued, 

Ry  OEORGES   OIINET. 
&  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  OI.IP1IANT. 
V/hiteladies. 

Br  OUIDA. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.    |    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  |    Signa, 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 

By  MARGARET  A.  PAUIi 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES   PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  V/e're  Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridgo. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walter's  Word. 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.      I   Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
AYillage  Commune 
Bimbi.     |  Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar.   {    Syrlin. 
Guilderoy. 


By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 


Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 


By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CIIARl^t:S  READS. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thiet 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

Hard  Cash.  I  Wandering  Heir. 

Peg  Wofflngton.       |  A  Woman-Hater 

ChristieJohnstone.  {  A  Simpleton. 


Readiiina. 
The  Jilt. 


H.  RIDDET.Ii. 


Grifflth  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  P&rty, 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W\  CIvARIi.   RUSSEI^Ii. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 

By  JOHN   SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers* 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Patb. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Kovelh— continued. 

By  ArvTuoivir  t[sol.l,ope. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  In  the  Dark.] 
Marion  Fay.  |  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

Itv  BVAIV  Tl  t««4r:?VIKFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

Ky  C.  <".  FKASEK-TVTl.EK. 
Histress  Judith. 

By  !><ARAII  TVTI.ER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige.      |  Buried  Diamonds. 
Tho  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By    MABK    rWABIV. 
The  American  Claimant. 

ISy  J.  S.  W4.\TEK. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 


The  Piccadilly  ('/fi)  Novels— ron/uiKfif. 
By  ICATUAKB.\E  i^AUIVDER^. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       |  Sebastian. 

By  I>LICli:    SHARP. 
In   a  Steamer  Chair. 

By  II A ^  LEY  S:TIAKT. 
VZithout  Love  or  Licence. 

By  K.  A.  STEKXDAI.E. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  RFRTIIA    TIIOiTIAW. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Yiolin-playcr. 

By  FRAXt'ES   E.  TROEL.OPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


By  ARTE.IIIS    AVAKW. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

Bv  EI>.fIOAl>  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  IIATrHLTO.-V    AIUE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   1  Confidences. 
By  .tIABV    AI.BKKT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

Bv  illiw.  AI/i:XAXJ>ER. 
rjaid,Wife,or  Widow?  I  Valerie's  Fate. 

Bv  «RA.\T  AI^I.i:."^'. 
Strange  Stories.      I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 

By  .4I.A>  ST.  AIBY.X. 
A  Follow  of  Trinity. 
By  K»'V.  S.  BABIIVG  GOVI.D. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRA^IC   BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
BySIIErsl.E  V  BEAl  C5IA:TII». 
Grantley  Grange. 

By  yV.  BESA^T  &  J.  RK'E. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  I  By  Celia's  Arbour. 
My  Little  Girl.  Monks  of  Thelema. 

CaseofMr.Lucraft.    The  Seamy  Side. 
Golden  Butterfly.    '  Ten  Years' Tenant. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
•Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAI-TEit    Bi:!i»\,\T. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 
ChildrenofGibeon.  I  Herr  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 


By  FREBERICDt  BOYL.E. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BKET    HAKTE. 
Flip.  I  CalifornlanSto«'.es. 

Maruja.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
Th2  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  IlAROIiU   BBYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  KOBEIiT   BUCIIAIVAIV. 
The  Shadow  of  the  [  The  Martyrdom  of 

Sword.  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  I  Annan  Water. 
Ood  and  the  Man.  |  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.  1  Matt. 
Foxglove  Manor.     !  The  Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  IIAEL.   t:AIIVE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Cominander  CAIUEROj'V. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  Mrs.  EOVETT  C'AMERO.'V. 
Deceivers  Ever.       |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTI.^   CI^ARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By   tlvw.  ARCHER  CEIVE. 
Paul  FerroU. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

bt  i?iac;i>areiv  cobbaiv. 

The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  Ari^STON  COIil^IIVS. 

The  Bar  Sinister. 

.IIORT.  &  FRANCES  COIil.IlVS. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  Village  Comedy. 

Frances.  I  You  Play  me  Fclsa. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 


30 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


Two-Shilling  liovT.i.s— continued. 
By  IVIl-ItlE    COI^l-IIVS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
V/oman  in  Wliite. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |   Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  91.  J.  COI.QUHOUIV. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  UIjTTOIV   cook. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   €.  EGBERT    CKABDOa  K. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  WII.L<IAIH  CYPJLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

Bv  At,!PHOIVSE   BAUDET. 
The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAMES  BE   MIL-LE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  ¥.EIT2a    DER^VEIVT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  IHAKl-ES   MBCKE^'S. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  ©ICK    DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter,     j  Caught  at  Last  I 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncaa? 
The  Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

COIVAIV  BOia-E,  ana  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

By    nra.  ANNIE  EB^VARBES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
By  M.  BETMAIU-EBWABBS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EBWAKB  ECJGliESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  PERCY  FITZ«EBAl,I>. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.     I  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
A1.BANV    BE    FONBlvANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  B.  E.  FRANCII>I.ON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.         |  Romances  of  Law. 
Bv  HABOI.B  FREBEKICli. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pref.  by  Sir  BARTJLE;  FREBE. 
Panduran^  Hari. 


Two-Shilling  liovzi-s— continued. 

By  IIAIN  FBISWE1.JL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EOWARB  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CEIARL.es   GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.     Braes  of  Yarrow. 
What      v/ili      the    The  Golden  Shaft. 

World  Say?  Of  High  Degree. 

In  Love  and  War.    Mead  and  Stream. 
For  the  King.  Loving  a  Dream. 

In  Pastures  Green.    A  Hard  Knot. 
Queen  of  Meadow.    Heart's  Delight. 
A  Heart's  Problem.    Blood-Money. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  ^Vltif^IAM  Gttl^BERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By    ERNE«*T   GI.ANVfL.l-E. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 

By  HENRY  GREVILIiE. 
A  Hoble  Woman.      |  Nikanor. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    ]  Country  Luck. 

By  ANOKE^V   HALl.lBAV. 
Everv-Day  Papers. 

By  B/a.ly  WLFFL'S  IIARBY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  TSIO.UA*  IIARBY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  J.  BERWICK  IIARWOOB. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JUIilAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love— or  a  Name. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR   HEL.I»S. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

Bv    HENRY'    IlERIUAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

Bv  I^Irs.  CASHELi   HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 
By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

Bv  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 
'Twixt'Love  and  Duty. 

By  .^Irs.  ALiFREB   IIFNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model.  I  Self  Condemned, 
That  Other  Person.    |  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INGEI.OW. 
Fated  to  bo  Free. 

Bv  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

Bv  iUABK    KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slave. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Bell  Barry. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— coH/iKwrf. 
By  IIEIVRY   KflVnHI.EV. 

Oakshott  Castle. 

By  JOUIV   LEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  I.YIVIV   EIIVTO-V. 

Patricia  Keniball.  I  Paston  Carew. 

World  Well  Lost.      "My  Love!" 

Under  which  Lord?  I  lone. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread, 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  aEE:VKV   M".  1.,IJ€Y. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JISTIIV    ITIcCARTaaV. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  !  Camiola. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  WaterdalG  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AOXES  MAt'DONEIiT.. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

kathabiive  s.  iTt.ic<{uoio. 

The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  M'.  II.   rUALl.OCK. 

The  New  Republic. 
By  Fr.OREXt'E    .^lARKYAT. 

Open!   Sesame!        |  Fighting"  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  jr.  :thastebman. 
Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRAXOER  ITIATTIIEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  JEAN  :TIilII>I>EETIA«<l!4. 
Touch  and  Co.         |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Mrs.  WOEESiWORTII. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

Bv  .T.  E.  ^irOBttCK. 
Stories  V/eird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 

Bv  I).  rilRISTIE  !TirRRA%'. 
A  Model  Father.  I  Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Joseph's  Coat.  |  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Val  Strange.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

By  lirRR  tV  .111.1   IIERMAIV. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  IlET^RY   MIKRAY. 

A  Game  of  Blufl^. 

By  ALICE    O'lIAIVEOIV. 

The  Unforeseen.      |  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Two-Shilling  tiovKL^— continued. 
By  (;:EORriiE!<«  WIirVET. 

Doctor  Rameau.      I  A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift.  | 

Bv  IMisi  OlilPIIAIVT. 

Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
By  JWis.  ROBERT  O'REIl.EV. 

Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OriBA. 

Held  In  Bondage.     Two  Little  Wooden 
Strathmore.  Shoes. 

Chandos.  Friendohip. 

Under  Two  Flags.     Moths. 
Idalia.  Pipistrello. 

CecilCastlemaine's    A    Village    Com- 

Gage.  mune. 

Tricotrin.  Bimbi. 

Puck.  Wanda. 

Folle  Farina.  Frescoes. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders.    In  Maremraa. 
Pascarel.  Othmar. 

Signa.  Guilderoy. 

Princess    Naprax-    Rufflno. 

ine.  Syrlin. 

In  a  Winter  City.    Ouida's     Wisdom, 
Ariadne.  Wit,  and  Pathos. 

MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  .lAiTlES   PAYIV. 


£200  Reward. 
Marine  Residence, 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

ClyffardsofClyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace, 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted, 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Vinil. 

By  4!.  I,.  S-'fiStlilS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDCIAR  A.  B'OE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  E.  C.  I»RS<  E. 
Valentlna.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— confnnfctf. 
Uy  t'II*KL,ES   KEADE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearlli. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Slngleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

Hard  Cash.  I  A  Simpleton. 

Peg  Wofflngton.      I  Readiana. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  A  Woman-Hater. 

Foul  Play.  1  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

B,   i»»r».  J.  II.  RIOOEI.L. 
Weird  Stories.         I  Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
By  F.  W.  KOBlIVsOiV. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  KUNCfltlAIV. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacits. 

Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 

Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  tl.AKK    RUSSEI.I.. 

Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock.  ^^ 

The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star. 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 

OEOROE   AUeUSTLS   !*AliA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

Bv  JOHN  SAINWEUM. 

Guy  Waterman.      I  Two  Dreamers. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

kivKATHAKINE   S*IJNI>ERS. 

Joan  Werryweathcr.  1  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills,  I  Sebastian. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Bv  <iEO«<;E  K.  si.ns. 

Rogues' and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 

Mary  Jane  Married. 

Tales  of  To-day.    |  Dramas  of  Life. 

Titikletop's  Crime. 

Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

Bv  ARTHrK  WRETCIII.Er. 
A  Match  In  the  Dark. 

By  IIAWI.EY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEKJHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.    |  Back  to  Life. 


Two-Shilling  Novevs— continued. 

By  R.  A.  f«TERIVI>AL.E. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  I-OITIS   STEVENSO:V. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 
BV  BERTHA   THOU  A*. 

Cressida.  I  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-player. 

ISy  AVAI.TER   TIIORNBUKY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Retold. 

r.  ADOl.PHUS  TROCI.OPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 
By  E.  EI.EAIVOR  TROI.l.OFE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 
By  AIVTHOXV   TBOI.I.OPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  I  John  Caldigate. 

Trie  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDOB. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

Bv  IVAN  TURGENIEEF,  Ac. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
Bv  ITIARIC   TWAIN. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  I  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  V/hite  Elephani. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

By  C.  €.  FRASEK-T»:Tl4EB. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTEER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    |  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo'sCity.  I  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  I  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 
By  lllrs.  F.  IC.  WII.ILIAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

Bv  J.  S.  \»  INTER. 
Cavalry  Life.       I  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  ^VOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  I.«dy  WOOD. 
Sablna. 

t'EI-IA  PARKER  WOOI.I.EV. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theolosy 

By  EI>5IUNm>   A''ATE!". 
The  Forlorn  Hjpe.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 
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